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Act. Prim, SAS a 
-Exter Vaſter IG ili fibinuc ou 
Cuckold? why now * tisa-common tame, 
: As the ſhee-Goſsips are that giue it vs, © 
Why doth it not defive  ahUipread? bo ſeife, Std. 
To all the generations we oduce? at dats oth 
Why ſhoule tioretery eff thint be Galt 4" $0 ON 
GCuckold;aaw ellis Vaſt ?* Woman, OLA a; 3 
y Thou fad vidoer of the faireſt EE C97. 
'Lhareugrerrdh bragg &'dto bepatenient - | \ SRO 
Man, Man;the pride of heavens creation, Ibſio gh 6 26k 
Abſtract Re: that in his ſmall -otigde $9145 9293 1976020 
Containesthewhole worlds Text, and heauens injpreſion: | 
His Makers Image, "Angels mate, Earths great wondet n 
Made to guide all, by woman is brought wider, | 
That harmonic; fatre Nature made to ſtand, ' 
+ Is forced out of tune by womans hahd. | 
A woman hath deform'd me. See, 1 looke 
7 Like apy beaſt has hornes : an Aſſe m ay boaſt 
J* Himſelfe a borne leſſe Gentlethan bet ore me. 
Yertlet not clouds of paſsion choke my reafon. 
wW by : ? whets a Cuckold? ler's ſce:define him* 
It is a man_,, whoſe wife playes the whore, Z'lid, what” 5 that to 
him ? Iris all one, as if a proper Gentleman ſhouldtide on a hal- 
ting Iade; or a goof Mofician play ona broken fiddle.” Oh but 
twill be. ſay d : W&#man could not beſo hghta ſhippe, if her huſ« 
Dany colt well ballaſt her, Iris his nf iciende, A poxeitis., 
A 3 - B-4 


ne ”» mp proR—_ __— —_ — — a” 


- — 0 AQ Co 


—Puldeiiter theliſtes with 


NOT EPCALET: F JNTL109,1 
__ a6 : 4 / Gn et 
LeShanmdnliing er, . "View whers TIT 
A G& «- {nat NES uy | | 
Jon tht aaves Foul 1 
10 (eonthJt aaveſnans 
gy IS4ranSformemante ab6rmed devil; | | 


| Autts;7 Ss Skis wife; 
That ſo wow d CEA Hence ſprouts al. my "WY 


Fuller rulghath beene ; 
«IN lock 
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Enter Dr Paſter, 


ww Sir, my mother Prayes, --- 
' No more of her,: Her prayers 
Arc Fas facrifices : likefoule'ayres; 
Too thicke to moynt vp.to yon glorious ſeeli! 

*© When blacke hands are rear'd vp, heatien as nofeeling, 

Rob, She is your ite, my inabers + 

Vaft.. What then Sir ? 6-941 | 267 

Rob, Nothing, bucthat you: wron het, on my Hank lence; 

Vaſt, Oh tis a brave. Puritan-zyorld; when boyes take of con-- 
{cience! Conſcience wil ly eat the take, TION theyplay but ar. 
blow-point, Sirrah an [Bae your Conſcience, hate a4 Zlid, 
if I thought thou would BSFEY: , L would YI thee, as I band 
difinherired rhec already; Ger Leaurds, as I would ha*got thee, A 
woman.mayJeruc.t tolye withal : : none good _ tO marry, 

Rob, Oh were you not. my. father, I wouldlet n 
This paſsion out of your impoſtum' d heart ==. 
Why ſhould nor I orget, | that your bloud-moues 
In any veines of mine; w hen youforgoc 
The reaſonof a father, husband, man ? 


* And fticke degeneration on your name ? 


IfTfayle ill, know your example ſtcer'd | | 


. My voyage and my veflell. Fathers are more 


Then priuate men: theirlivesare the ſet copies, 

Their children. write byzand ſhould there giue 

Their imitationpatternes how to liue, 

Hell's a adplace,they ſay;---Oh,lle dare neuer T3 

Tofollow-my owne father leading thither. . Exit Rob, | 
F4Ps Sitra,call yourmother, This boy's a Putitan, 
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Beth reward pr DE tion'd.. mult bence.. TT 
Whites thou RB ety ad free defire, Yoke? ; 
4 _ Nowthouattprow:<awhore,recedue thy hire... _| 
| ; fe, Takeplare,thou tyrant will. Thicks woes here hauer. 
My (tate is lower then-fate canrecouer. et 
My obedience waits your pleaſure. 
Vaſt, Hoh, witkin there. ©, _ | | 
| Enter Miſtng o © Marre-maide X Barge, | 
- Aunt IMarre-maiggh haue brought you.the-girle, 
Ipromiſd. 1s the mony ready? , = 
Harm, By that little hogeſty Ihaue to ſweare by; a handſome 
wench, I mult pay fiftie pound for her:burif hee were as yong, as 
faire, would get five hundred pound byherwirthia this moperh. 

_ _ Vaſe. Aunt, pray ve her, well; ſhe's my.owae lifter; -.. . | 
Be petulit you whore, ſprightly,frollick--as a Dutch. T anikin,--or- 
---This woman is a Bawd, a very Bawd; you like her the bercer for 
that,, Come, skippe about, quickeſiluer : Dancelike a Curteſan, or. 
Ile fiddle,yg-, Youha/more trickegin private ,/ then, a Fenger can 
reach a Loxdyor the. diuel a Fencer, Lite; doe you pule?/I wulthaue: 
fifrie pound for you : Doe y heare? Ler your heeles caper, awd your : 
tongue grozy, wanton, or by theſe hogns Ite gore you--Aun,ſhee's Sh. 
ſomewhat ficke of that rare diſeaſe, caldModelty. ButinpuivareſW 
ſhe's more in{atiaze.then.a/Puritan, |. ,, | oir11,55:107'7 Mes 

 Marm, How old areyou, faixe filter? Jaft,..Not fixteenes... 

. Wife. About ſome lixc:andforic,. DS 

Vaſt. Oh you Witch--- Aunt,ſhelies cightand twentic,at leaſt 

Harke ye hfter,--- .,,,.,. Of | $6 s | 

Pleaſe this old Hagge,make her belecue y are right, ko 

And anſwerable to her Stygian ſpels:'., ,, _,, , 

Or I,will beare thee to ag; Armie,/aud-there 

Ha'thy ſod fleſh fold, lent; andproftituted, 

And my-elte Cuckolded fortie times a day, 7, 

Leaue this forc'd ſoberveſle---Aunt, will you heare her ſpeake? / 

zife, 1 can $skippe lighter then.the wanton Doe, 

And ierke it through the Dale, 

[ | I cannor ho!d, neither my tongue, nor heeles, 

(Nor nailes from ſcratching out a Leachers eyes) $ 
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. If thou canſtliue by thy old trade, or die. - 


that had nete lou'd my {elfe to bet] p56a, * {01gpy: 
Am highly pleaſd to oy itinmy "blood oght 
From whom deriues this Fab fuchfruleult wvyee; Wt OWL WE, 
The father being bad; the mother worſe, _ JE 
Sure,he did fucks this goodneffe ftomm his Niirfe, * + | 
Poore boy, my riot has vndone thee: poore op OF. 
Thou'rt made by me, Iby a wife turnd whore. 
My ſtate is morgag'd to the yſurous hand 
Of Gripe : my goods are waſted: all my hopes life 
Breathes thus : hauing ſold all, Ile ſell my Faife, 
vYY Enter Vaſters wife and Robin, 
Yare welcome, Looſeneſſe, 
Rob, Looſeneſſe Sir? Oh hell! (5 DL $3? 
$he is my mother; pray you ,' vic her well, CRONE, 7-7 
- Vat, Be gone, Rob. Icannot Sir, | 20 


' Wife. Good ſonne, a way. 
Afather giues command, * Rob. muſt obay. TTY 
Vait, Make much of you? I will, I'will, Never man tr; 
more ofhis wife, when he ſold her ro her Imocke, Ile {el thy 
too Gypley, 
wife, -Deare husband, I am yet cleare: Oh to: not yolk..." 1 
Force me to finne, Ile beforcuertrue. FC 02 0.00, 
Vaſt. True? true to the brothel. to the rele”, 'to' the pros! 
Thouvart deaths agent: a whore is one of his eadles, 
wife, Heauen pardon your blacke landers, 
'Va#t, Come, I'm poore, | 
Wife, Who made you? Jafſt, Thou,my Solbene turn 4 whore,” 
wife, We worke, or beg for you. * a aaa + 
Vat, No, thou haſt wrought Pore on 
Too much already. Here, here's thy: wotke. Wit to Ja 
Wilt thou doe one thing? Wife, Any thing, 4 
Vaſt, Then ſweare. - 7 
And keepe thy oath.” Ile trauell to thewartes; 
And turne thee vp, as ſomie-Captaines'wont; and'trie, 


Wife, Will you forſake me then ? 
Vaſt. Yes, and amiuſt; | 
Since thou forſook fi me, and thine innocence, 


Sure,1 am compoſd moſt of the nimbler elements: 
Bur lirtle water in me, farre lefſe earth, ſome aire, 
To keepe me humid, mutable, and tender, 
And aptfor conuolution : bur their mixture 
Is ſcarce diſcernible, th'are ſo diſpers'd. 
For my predominant qualitie isall fire ,' 
Pure, radiant, ſubtle fire. 
Vaſt. T haue oft ſcene a couple of light heeles 
Carry a ſober head :a womans tongue 
Reade le&ures of ciuilitic; her face 
A printed booke, each dimple a ſweet line, 
That doth to good the Readers eye incline, 
Neuer till now a body forc'd to Ge 
What the poore mind loaths to conſent vnto, 
She danceth weeping,l-ughes and ſighes in paine, 
So Ihaue ſcene (me thinkes) Sun-ſhine in raine, | 
Marm, Enough, Ilong to imploy her.Coufin, heres the mony. 
She's mine, Whats your name? 
Vaft, Florence, AMarm, Florence, I like the name well, 
Its a good lucky name to make a whore on, You'l ſtay with me, 
Florence, 
rife, Till you are wearyof me. Ile but take leaue of my brother, 
and follow you. Exit CMarmaid, 
'Va#t. What with me? Wife, Am I not worthy of one kiſſe? 
Uaſt. There--- now be gone, 
Wife, Be gone? Death could not ſpeake a word more fatall, 
Yerone more --- ſo now farewell--. 
Vniuſt--ynkind-- my woe-diuining heart, 
By chis we firſt embrac'd,by this we part. —— ExitWife, 
V-:ft. Tama villaine,bur ſhe makes me weepe. 
Why doe Irhinke ſhe's falſe? I never ſaw't. 
Tut,all bels ring that tune. Ir istoo true. 
I told her that this fiftic pound ſhould carry me to the warres; 
But Thauea battle to fight ereI goe. 
O1d Gripe that has the morgage of my lands, 
Lies ficke of the Goute, and ſeldome tirres abroad, 
Some of that race lle kill , orleaue my owne life 
In pawne I would hauc done't, Iha'chalenged | 
B Ben, 


Beyiamin Gripe the ſonne whom the world cals 
The Honeſt Lawyer, He comes, 
Emter *Beniamin Gripe.- 
Yare the ſonne of a villaine, 
Ben, If I were 1 could not helpe it. 
Vaſt. Thy ſelfe's a villaine, Bey, Its aranke lie. 
Vaſt. Lie?Thou exaſperatſt 
One mad already, that would haue hazard heauen 
To make this earth drunke with thy bloud, 
Ben.Its deare,ſo bought. Twil not redeeme your ſoule. 
Say,with deepe fluces,all theſe lively ſprings, 
That runne through the ſoft channels of my vyeines, 
Should be exhauſt by thee,or thine by me, 
And burning malice ſhould be quencht in bloud: 
He that ſpeeds beft, wins'whar he ſhouldabhorre, 
And glories to be curſt a conqueror, 
Vat. Let Sophiſters alone with theſe diſtinRions, 
Our moderators are our {words : the queſtion, 
That cals vs forth, as warlike diſputants 
Beyond'detifion of the gowne-turr'd peace. 
Draw then thy argument, and let's ralke indeed, 
We cannot reaſon ſoundly,rill we bleed. 
Ben, Let's thinke the tearmes,on which we venture bloud. 
Thi'fe&ts are waighty, let the cauſe be good. 
Vaſt. Thyfather hcth yndone me, and mine iſſue, 
The law affords no ſuccour: what remaines, 
But onely to let him bleed through thy vaines? 
-—" Ben, How have I wrongd thee? 
Vaſt. Aske no more. The State 
Of our ſtrife 1s, thou art his Sonne, I hate, 
Ben, No helpe? let fury arbitrate the reſt,. 
This paſſion muſt but center in one breſt, 
Yetlet's embrace, and pardon; and euen loue. 
[n hate.O ſuffer not the dying blood 
Topreiudice the ſad ſuruiuours good. , T hey fights 


Enter ( urfew the Abbot: 


{urf. What ynexpeRed clangor frights the peace | : 
© 


Of my delighted ſolitary walkes ? 
What ſonnes of miſchiefe in their fury tread 
Theſe vnfrequented pathes? -- ſtay-- hold, 
My ſonnes, heare age but ſpeake; wiſedome is old. 
aft, Peace,Dotard, | 
nf On my knees, which doubling age 
Hath icarce left able to ſupport my corps: 
By the renuining teares of fortic yeares 
Spent in this penitentiall order:the laſt drops, 
The drying handebf age hath left to dew 
This witherd garden : I implore--beſcech, 
Uaſe, Father,you ſpeake to rocks , or the ſurd waues. 
(rf. Then on this innocent boſome turn your ſwords, 
Andeaſe a weake ſoule of her tedious portage, 
Some houre before hertimEO do not flie me, 
Let the few drops of my ſlow-pacing blood, 
That ſtands in my cold channels,expiate yours, 
Ohblet a falling trunke redeeme two plants. 4  frehtfll, 
No remedie? let me exclaime for helpe. | 
(The diuell part you: ) if 1 ſhould now ha'paid for 
my charitie--well : twas this Church-coate that ſau'd me. 
| Exit crying helpe, 
Va#, Oh thou haſtflaine me:hold thy conquering hand. 
Heauens,you are too iuſt pay-maſters.Thy ſword, 
With a fate-{ign'd direQion,hath cut ſhort 
My hoped forcunes in a longer breath. 
But I forgiue thee, Flie--ſtay. 
I haue two Orphans in this houre depriu'd 
Of a bad Parent, For their mother---nothing. 
She has a trade to live on, O let my dying breath 
Beg this one mercie at thy bloud-ſtaind hands: 
Relecue them with now thine,once their owne lands. 
Ben, Forgiue my deed, and by that mercie, I 
Depend on for my finnes; my mercy ſhall 
Raiſcyvp the children for the fathers fall, Farewell. 
Vaſt..He's gone, Now vp againe, My wounds Exit Ben. 
Are ſlight, yer through their windows, heare I breath 
Out all my malice, Noble youth, Iloue thee, 
B 2 How 


Jow little of thy father haſt thou in thee! 
Now for ſome ſtrange diſguiſe, till time find,! 
To pleaſure him that was to me thus kind, fit. 


Enter Valentine. 


V.ilex,Well,1 ſee there's no living in London, The foure winds 
haue conſpirde to blow all the villany of the world thither. When 
I returnd from my ſhort travell, I inquir'd, for the knot of my old 
companions. Bur like an old Ladie, that has much yſ{d painting, 
how ſuddenly are they broken ! Theard of three or foure in Bed- 
lam. Fiue or fixe in Brideweli. Halfe a ſcore ith Counter, 
a whole dozen at Tyburne, But Oh, numbers, numbers, vn- 
der the hands of Barber-Surgions, Some turnd Squires to a Bro- 
thell. Others walke New-gate lane. Some cheating in Ordina- 
ries. Others prigging in crowds, And the reſt, either fwomme 0- 
uer ſea, or drownd vpon a hill. Well, Ido nor like theſe Procee- 
dings ; there bee ſo manyrubbes. I could now begge in Dutch, 
bur its no ſpeeding language, Now my villanie failes on the.ſea, 
Ne trie what cheates the land has to worke on. I learn'd ſome 
ſcuruie medicins of our Surgion of the ſhip:& had no ſooner ſet vp 
my bils in Bedford here; but a Goutie cure comes halting to mee. 
Fifty pounds I muſt haue to heale him, Fiue and twentie T have in 
pawne: for the reſt, Ile leaue it: with the next Quackſaluer, that 
with more skill ſhall doe him as little good, 


Enter Gripe halting, Nice and Thirſty. 
Grip. Coulin Nice,and my man Thirſty. 
Thirst, Shall I fetcyou ſome drinke, Sir-? 
Grp, No. Thy mind runs all oth' pot. 
Thirit, $o'thad need, for you keepe mee Thirſty, ſpight o'my 
teeth, 
Gripe. Goe you two to the vnder-Sheriffe; and bid him by ver- 
rue of this morgage,giue you poſlefſion of Vaferslands. The beg- 
oerly {laue has broken with me,and lle take the forfeit,Go quicke, 


quicke.I will nor loſe an houre. 
ic. Tle but goe to the Churchfor a little holy-water--- 
Grip. Be drownd in holy-water, 


Nzc. No, butalittle ſprinkled Sir,We ſhall haue the better ſue- 
ceſle in our bulineſle. . 


© rip 


is 


Grip, 1pree thee good Nee, diſpatch, diſpatch. 

Thir, I, come,come maſter Nice, There's good licour ith houſe, 
You may ſprinkle your throte with that, Its better then holy- 
water, | 

Nic. One thing Sir. I do not like going to day. Sure tis not a 
luckietime, For the firft Crow T heard this morning, cryed twice, 
This Euen, Sir,isno good number. 

Grip. Poxe o Crowes and numbers. If thou hadſt given her a _ 
peece of carrion, ſhe would ha' cryed againe. Away, 7 

Nc. 1  >a6cBRS "3208 if there be a Rauen about the ground? 
Shall we then take poſſcſſion® Ohtis an vnluckie bird, 

Grip, Why, lether croke the downfall of his houſe. - 

Whats that to me? prethce good Nice make haſte, 

Nic, Nay, too much haſte will makc one-{tumble : and thats 
no good figne, 

Grip. Now, Valentine, Haſt all things ready ? how now----a- 
gaine? 

Nic, A toy comes inmy head, 

Valen. Poxe o'that head : more toyes yer? ery 

Ni, HowifaCatte fits on the Buttry hatch ? Thou we 'ſt pro- 
ceed no further. My Grandam told me that a Car fitting on the 
hatch,was an ill igne, 

Grip, Mew, Beate her off, daſhout her braines, Good Nice be 
not ſo curious, . 

Ni. Oh Sir, yit's good doubting the worſt, Exennt Nice, Thir.. 

Grip, Are all things ready, Valentine ? this foole troubles mee 
worle then the gowre. ; 

Tal. Sir, the remedie' is verie painfull. T could giue a tedious 
courſe of phyſicke , worſe then any fickneſle, Keepe you faſting 
fixteene dayes together,faue the dyerI giue you, Binde you to the 
poſt of patience euery day renne houres ; and haue one ſtill poure 
{caulding water on you : Purge your very heart. out : {end your 
eyes out of their holes), to ſee how your feete doe : make your 
guttes barke worſe, then an hundred dogges art a beare-bayting. 
But my medicine is ſharpe and ſhort , bur paſsing ſure, Sir, there 
be foure kindes of gowte. 

Gripe, No more'of kinds. There 's no gowte kind to any man, 
Ithinke,but ro Phyſicians, Your remedy thoxt-ſhorr, 

B 3 Vat. - 


E, Sir, nothing : ſpecially ofno 
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coſt, Doy ee thisten-pen- 
.ny naile ? 

Gripe, Yes: What ofchat? 

Val. This naile I muſt driue through your great toe, 

Grip. What? through the bone ? Yal. Yes, bone & fleſh too, 

Grip. Oh-oh-giue me my money. This medicine's worſe then 
any gowte, Oh good Valentine, your tent's too long --too long, 

Val. Then fit and rot : be rack'd ſtill, Ile be gone. 

Grip, Nay, good Valentine : would not a fixe-penny naile ſerue? 

Val. Youl be Phyſician, will you ? 1f youl fit downe and be 
cur'd,{o: ifnor, farewell. 

Grip. Nay,,good Valentine : --euen do thy will. 

Val. Endure it manfully, It's but a brunt ſo. (nailes hing. 
You ſhall fit but a quarter of an houre, till Tha' been at the Apo- 
thecaries, and then Ile looſe you. Now farewell, gowty foole, 
Thou took it no purge, yer haſt a moſt ſharpe ſtoole. 

Pray heauens,this kill himnor, Well,let him fit, [5e takes away his 
And this ſhal go with me.I pray S* take your art ok with his keis 
This plot has tooke; try if fome new may hit, Exit Val. 

Grip. Come-come-Valentine, Oh-neuer was man ſo farre in my 
bonds, as Iam in this Phyſicians, H'has nayl'd me to him, That 
euery whore in London, were but i'my caſe now; 

Why PYalentize— Enter Nicepanting, Thirſty, 
Oh he's come. How now? are you return'd ? where's my mor- 
gage? out Villaines, where 's my morgage ? Oh my toe -- oh my 
morgage, I'mvndone, 

Thirff, Me thinkes you are too faſt, Sir, 

Nz. Plague of you and your morgage. Oh my heart - it beats 
fo, that it has broke my buttons. 1 would not bee lo frighted a- 
gaine tobe made your heire, puffe. 

Grip, What's the newes Thirſty ? what, what, good Thirfty ? 

Thir. Let me vndoe you Maſter. 

Grip. No, not till I heare of my morgage. What's the mat- 
ter ? oh-- 

Ni. The matter ? I wouldnot ha' ſuch another crofle, for all 
the crofles i' your purſe, 

Grip. What? oh-- what?-Is my morgage ſafe ? Hath the vn- 
der-Sheriffe done a.miracle,and playd the honeſt man? what good 
Thirſty ? Thirſty 


Thirſt. Noth g ir, but a-Harecrols'd. RI Int 
poore timorous ſoule, durſt goeno further forfeare of ſprights. 
Grip., Oh rogues, pernicious villains, you conſpireto couz.eh 
me : get qut the naile , Thirſty, Hares, and Ravens, and Diuels, 


as: i j 


Enter Beniamin, 


Ben. Who has abus d you thus Sir? could you be ſo credulous, t9 
thinke thisa receyte good for the Gout? Sir,giue me leaue to helpe 
ou, 
, Grip. Do,good Ben, but not in this, Be». not in this,.Oh my.mor- 
gage man, my morgage--run.l ſhall loſe a dayes fruits of my mor- 
age, 
: Gem. Come Sir, reſpect your health aboue your gaine, 
I would nor for your wealth haue halfe your paine, | {ooſeth hins. 
Go in Sir, get ſome broth, looke to your wound. 
Your morgageleaue to me, le keepe that ſound. 
Grip, Take my coulin Nice with you. Come Thirfty,helpe Thirſty, 
Ben, Now for ſome cleanly tricke to ſhiftrmy hands (Ext. 
Of this fame ſhallow ſuperſtitious foole, | 
Now couzen, Tam ſure you are not without an Erra Pater i'your 
pocket.They ſay this is like to be a very ſtrange yeare, | 
Nice, Moſt ſtrange,and full of prepoſterous,prodigious, turbu- 
lent,d1{mall,fatall, amazing, terrifying--- 
Ben. Blefle ys, What ? 
Nic. Wonders. The effeQs whereof wil appeare in riſings,part- 
ly biformed, and partly circular, on mens forheads , and womens 
mountaines, 
Ben, Is there no {ad mortality to enſue ? 
Ni, Yes, my Almanacke ſpeakes of a moſt fearefull peſtilence, 
eſpecially to happen amongſt Taylors and Gold-end-men. 
| Ther's a ſtatute-lace ſhall vndoe them ifayth, A Taylours Bill ſhal 
be no more ſo deadly as the plagues, 3 
Ben, Sirrah Nice, I had a dreame to night, 
Nic, Paſſion o'my heart! a dreame? what ? Ido notlike theſe 
dreames, 
Bey, lle tell thee what. Me thought, my troubled fancie: 
Led me into a Garden proudlo deckt 


With Natures glory, and the ſweeteſt flowers, - 
That: 


. There came,me thought, afriend ( 


Sovex' 


PST MIT o where the preene praſe 
Temprted my (leepy ſpirits to ſoft v5 WY 
ead now long fince) 
And ſhooke me by the hand, and queſtion'd me 
Of many ſad euents, whoſe conference 
i me that I woke, Why ſtand 'ſt amaz d ? 
Thou wilt not leaue me Coz, 

Nic. Yes,and you were ten Couſins, Dreame of a garden, and 
greene ruſhes, and a dead friends ſalutation ? Coufin, make your 
will, be rul'd and make your will : you cannot liue, 

Ben, Wilt thou be a foole of fate ? who can 
Preuent the deſtinie decreed for man? Ile on, 

Nic. So will notI. Good Coz, Ileaue you to your deftinie, 
The next newes I heare, the Lawyer's a dead man, Dreames 
quotha ! and he will not belecue a dreame, he's an Infidell, One 
night I dream'rt that I found gold at a play. Next day I came thi- 
ther, flatter'd with theſe hopes. Zlid, before the Prologue had 
done, I had loſt my purſe. 
Corz'if you ha'no faith in dreames, farewell, 

I would not dreame of heauen, leſt I ind hell, Exit. 
Ben, This charme has caft him off, now to my morgage, 
Oh /Yafter, thou art dead; thy haplefle iſſue, 

Expos'd to the bleake ayre of theſe cold times, 

I bane no meanes to expiate the wrongs, 

My cruell Father, and my ſelfe more bloudy, 

Haue done thee, but by charitie-to thine, 

All the poore pieces that remaine of thee, 

'So with the plaiſters of our broken good, 

We hide the wounds, firſt having ſhed the bloud, 
Within there Hoh, Emer Robert, and AnneVaſter, 

Rob, Thou com'(t ypon thy death,iafeRious iſſue of the worlds 
plague; ifthy bloud ſtained foote enter theſe dores, Our parents 
are from home. Till their returne, Ile keepe poſleſsion, Or loſe 
tt with my life, 

Ben, Incenſed Youth, 

Thou fight't*gainſt power with a ſword of ſtraw : 
As good cope with the diuell, as with the Law. 

Ame, Me thinks, Sir, there ſhould dycll ſome pittie in your 

looke, Oh 


Ai 


Oh, caſt an eye of mercie onthe woes, 
Of two moſt wretched Orphans; doubly loft, 
Firſt in their Parents miſeries : but, oh ! moſt 
In their vntimely deaths; for we doubt ſore, 
We neuer ſhall behold their faces more, 

Ben, My griefe requites you both, 
No matter,had ir ſopleas'd the high powers, 
If that my Father had excuſed yours, | 

Ann, Good Sir, forget your ſtrength; and do not triumphouer 
the proſirate fortunes of two wretches, 
Expos'd to vnreſifted tyrannie, 
Behold a Mayden begging on her knee-- 

Ben, Riſe : that's heauens due, Theſe armes now thee intwine, 
That wiſh for cuer,to be called thine : 
A ſtrange new influence runs through my affe&ons, 
Into my panting heart; and there inthron'd, 
Commands my lower faculties to loue 
This poore diftrefled Virgin, Iam flam'd 
With pittie and affeRion ; whether more! 
Yetlet my ſenſes ſome coole reaſon gather * 
Whar, loue the daughter, and haue ſlaine the father ? 
(T1 muſt; heauen knowes Imuſt). See, my loy'd friends : 
My comming to you is for other ends, 
My Farher ſent me to inuade your lands. 
A while ſtand free redeemed with my hands. 
There's money to relicue you: that done, you ſhall haue more, 
Deſpaire not : heauen will not forſake the poore, 

Rob, Right noble ſonne of ſo profeſt a foe, 
Heauecn be as kinde to you, as you r'our woe. 

Bex, 1 burſt, if I containe my paſsion. Faireſt Virgin, 
If thou dar'ſt credite me, love thee, 

Rob, Hold,Here take your kindnes back: Though we are poore, 
My fiſter was not bred to be a whore, 
Forbeare to touch her. 

Ben, Fond Youth, thy rage is raine, 
Thrart young : hy errout doth thy yertue ſtaine. 
Iloue her as a wife, 


Anne, Oh doe not mock me. 


C 
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How can I thinke, you to ſuch fortunes borne, - 

Will looke vpon a Mayd, ſo poore;forlotne? 
Bea, Alas! that pouerty ſhould vertue ſmother. 

Not in iny breft, No, lle ſtill honeſt be : 

Vertue.in rags are golds all one to me, 

Cenſure me both,as you ſhall finde me true; 

llebeyour father, and your brother too. 


Enter old Gripe brought ina chaire, by Nice and Thirſh, 


Grip. So, let me downe, till Thaue ſeene my new morgage, 
How now ſon Beniamin, ha' you taken poſleſsion ? 
Bey, Of that you cannot diſpoſſeſſe me, Sir. 


Grip, No knaue? what wilt thou take my lands before I'm dead? 
You are a braue ſon indeed, But this is the world. If the father be 
oore, the ſohine would be ridde of him,to ſaue charges, If rich,he 


muſt haue his lands ere his bones be cold. 


Thir, They may be cold þ for they ha'been rotten theſe dozen 


yecres, | | 
Nic, 1am very hungry. Thir, Tamvery thirfly, 


Ni. But dare not cate, becauſe Iwas dream'd to night of cho 
| EE 
_ Now brother ware, vndone. 

The damned father will peruert the ſon, 

Rob, Gowrt,drophe,lameneſle,rotten legges can haſten 
T'vndoe the poore, Vurers that fit 
Bound to their chaires with charms, & cannot moue 
But by their porters, can to ill deſtirre them. 

He needs make haſte, that is at hell before them. 
Grip, Ha ? for 3. Moneths ? | 
Ben. Indecd Sir, by that power you put me in, 

In charity to their miſerable ſtate, 

Orphan'd of Parents, and of meanes to liue, 

I gave them 3. moneths profite of the lands, | 

Grip. Out Villaine, Charitie's a begger , as thou wut be. 3, mo- 
neths ! three weckes, 3. dayes, 3. houres had been more charity, 
then euer I ſhew'd, or will ſhew to ſuch beggers. Come Mice, 
Thirſty, lift me : Ile take poſleſsion my lelfe. 

Ben, Ihope Sir, you'l not nullifie my deed, Exit Vhghe 

Y1Þ, 


Grip. Deed mee no deedes 7 
heire. Come, helpe me'T ſay. | 
Nic. IndeedSir, Idare nor lift you again 

Grip. Where's my man Thirty ? 

Nic, He s gonein to drinke Cir, 

Grip, Oh he's a good knaue : he has got poſſcſsion oth houſe, 

Thir, Of nothing maſter but the Buttry, I, 

Grip, As lame asI am, Ile in my ſelfe, 

Rob, Sit ſtill youlethargie : y'had E-tter drop 

Ben, Containe your ſelfe, young friend, He is wy father, 
Let not the warme neſt of my loue to you, 

Hatch yp encouragement to my fathers wrongs, 

Rob, Youare my ſterne Sir, at your pleaſure guide 
This tempeſt-beaten veſlell, _ 

Ben, Good Sir confirme 
This worke of pietic, which I preſum'd, 

On faith of your good nature to'affoord, _ 

Grip. Sirrah, your good nature will bring you to th'Almeſ- 
houſe. Thou ſhalt not inherit a doyt of mine, And for you two 
Kitlins, Ile make you mew ith Iayle,and there be any lawin Eng- 
land, So this chafing fit hath gor me the yſe of my legges againe, 
Oh excellent Surgion ; would thou wert here againe,for the other 
25+ pounds, 

Ben, Strange ! that ſame Quack-ſaluer has done him good ,, a- 

ainſt his will, How fare you Sir ? | 

Grip. The worſe for thee Baſtard, 'Th'haſt too much charitic in 
thee to be the ſonne of old Gripe, 

eAnn, Deare brother,yeeld poſſeſſion : wee l begge rather, 
Then this our worthy friend ſhould loſe his father. 

Rob, Sir, be not ſo incensd : reſume your ſonne 
Into your former loue, andI refigne 
All right, that his free promiſe hath. made mine, | 

Grip. Come then, Nice, Thirity. Oh braue Surgion, I can goe, 
Oh braue morgageI can enter. Exit. 

Nic. M. Beniamm, a\ober word in priuate, If this wench want 
harbour, I care not if I giue her a nights lodging. | 

Ben, 1 have inuited her wich her brother to ſupper this night, 
Will you 


e nullifie thee fron being mine 


{t the poore, 


- 
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Ni: Oh it's Fry-day, and I know you haue fleth, 
Ben, Thou wouldſt take her any ighe. Is ſhenort fleſh? 
Nic, Sweet Couſin, I would not eate her, If you pleaſe ro com< 
mend me to her : let me ſee, for what --1 tare Fae toyou, Exit, 
Ben, .Goe in, let mealone.. This petulant foole 
$hall be my ſcaffold to ere my plots, 
Come, friends, ynlode your ſorrowes on my heart, 
Griefes weightis eas d, when each one beares his part, 


AR. Secund. 


Enter (urfew Abbot. 


Curf. & gr am I ſtolne out fromthe Couent, Abbor; 
Ly there, thou happy warrarited caſe 

Of any Villaine, Th'haſt been my ſtawking-horſe, 

Now theſe ten months, So long 'tis ſince the Abbor 

Went on a ſolemne pilgrimage and left 

My brother, a good honeſt Fryer, his friend 

Deputed for him, Bur my brother ſcarce 

Warme jn hisneW vice-honour, walking out 24 

To vifite me one morning; at my houſe 2 108 
| Felldead of an impoſtume ſuddenly. ENTS 

I bury dhimin qr ; bur frem's bloud | 

Am purer then the Cryftall, Studying now, I OV 

How to turneſorrow into policie, SI 

I haue afſum'd his ſhape, Who can deny, 

Bur thata Dunce may riſe to Dignitie? 

Blind Ignorance doth not a]lwaies ſtrut in Sattin, 

It often walkes a Clergy pace in blacke, 

And deales the holy Rites with as bold hands, 

As if i: graſp'd Zozes thunder : and did iudge it 

Enoughto ſtare,looke bigge,and with a brow 

More rugged then is Radamanths, denounce 

Terrors againſt ill deeds : the whiles their owne 

Are not lefſe monſtrous, bur lefle broadly ſhowne. 

Thus in my felfe, how ecafie tis, Iproue, 

To ſweat out indgements gainf the fins we loue, 


Ag if a garment of world-couzning grace 
Were impudently good, ſet out by place. 

Well, I get nothing by this borrow'd forme, 
But countnanceto my thefts, This hollow tree 
Keeps all my holineſſe: Lie there Abbo, till - 
My worke is done, then doe thou hide my ill, 

Exter V alentine pallant, 
Maſſe heres comes one already,. 

Valent, Now haue 1, likea Paraſite, couerdimy backe with 
breines,Out of my vſurers Gowrtie toe, I haue ſpun afaire ſuite, / 
would faine heare, whether the diuell be dead or no. Yet I neednot 
be ſo inquilitiue,for I'm ſure he has giuE me nothing in'swill. Now 
am I in queſtof ſome yaulting houſe, 1 would faine ſpend theſe 


crownes,as / got them, in cony-catching,I ha'the game in ſent, 8 
will follow it with full cry, 


(*urf. Stand ---Giue the word, 

Val. Word? what word?am 1 beleaguerd? 

Curf. Few words are beſt among friends, Emprie your pockets, 
and you may vault the lighter, Quicke, 

Val, Thart an honeſt fellow,a very honeſt fellow.In good faith 


Thad no great need of mony;but fince thou haſt brought me ſome, . 


Le not refule it, 
(urf. Troth, I ha'bur alittle. 
Val. Faith nor I. we'll even draw cuts, who ſhall ha'both. 
Curf. Agreed _——Shall we breathe? fight. 
Val. Good fortune grant, you be able to pay mecfor this paines. 
In ſadnes,] deſerue double fees, 


Curf. Ile make you plead harder,ere you fir downe to tell your 
money. 


Val, Looke that your cafe be. good,7 ſhall picke a hole in't elſe. 

Curf. Well, let the law paſſe. 

Val. Not altogether lo - leſt we be both hange.--- frght, 
Stand your ground, Zlid,I cannot abide theſe running Cockes, 


Cmrf. I haue ſeene a runner winne the battell.----Shall wee 
draw ſtakes? 


Val, Ha? a match,--Throw by weapons,and lets embrace. 


Carf. 1 am a villaine, but I feare your clutch worſe then a Seriants 


Val. As /m true theefe,thou maiſt truſt me, Hafurah! 


C 3 Robin 
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Robin Hoed , and the Pindar of Wakefield had not a ſtiffer bour, 
Shall we cling}, like a couple of Eeles, not to bee diſſolu'd but by 
Thunder? 

(rf. Moſt liberally, Ler's ſet vp ſhop together, 


Enter V aſter diſguiſd, 


UVal, Done: & to begin our trade,behold a cuſtomer. Stand cloſe, 
Vaſt. This ruſſet-ſhape of a plaine-dealing yeoman 
Spirits wy hopes with boldneſſe, Sharpe ſuſpition 
Like toa winking Tuſticer ſhall ſee me, 
And yet not ſee me, Thus with griefe-ſwolne eyes, 
Ile match my wife, and childrens miſeries, 
This fiftic pound Ile husband like a Badger; 
Buy and ſell Barley : and ſocafily wind 
Into the preſent paſſages of Bedford. 
How good a ſchoolemaſter is Pouertie ! 
I could not ltue on hundreds,that came in 
By annual! rents; now I begin to thriue 
On the ſmall fragments, Thus like Prodigals, 
That once did ſcorne the meate,now glad of pottage. 
The mannor grace trie to liue oth' cottage, 
Bedford, hafor you. | 
Carf. Stand, Giue the word, 
Vaſt. The word, y are a theefe, 
Val. You might ha'ſhot twice,and not hit itrighter, 
UVa#t. What do you ſhoot at ? 
(rf. Oh Sir, hike your Icſuire,all at the purſe. 
Val. Will you caſt out the divell,and faue's a coniuring, 
Vaſt. Are you ſo cunning at the blacke Art ? Uetrie your skill, 
Whar, both at once? that's no faire play. | 
(rf. Faire play is for Fencers. Yet thou ſcemſt a good fellow 
Thou ſhalt haue it. Stand 3fide,partner, ; 
Vaſt, Sailt thou me ſo,boy? then there's mony, win't and wear't, 
Fight. 
Val. Now could I get in and rob them both--- Heresles ! Hee 
laics about him like Orlando Farioſo , ora coward turnd deſperate, 
Braue boy yfaith, Wee might ha'robd two and twenty Taffata- 
clok'd rorers, before this freeſe-iacket. Oh, your ſurly Bore is like 


a 


e 7 { A . 


a bloudy'd Maſtiffe : * when your ſpruce Pantaloun bawles like a 
whelpe in a Tauerne : yet ar the ſight of coid ywn runs,as if he had 
ſcene aSerieant, ; 

Curf. Hold, hold: Keepe your caſh, 

UVait,Themony s good mony Sir, if it be not too heauy for you 

Curf, Nay, for the weight I could make ſhift, but for the ſcuruy 
conditions goe with it, 

Vaſt. Hau you any gall to't Sir? 

Val. Not not fo much as pigeon, Put vp thy caſh my braue quin - 
refſence of Hobbniols. Giue.me thy hand, How many thouſand 
cudgels halt thou broken i'thy daies about a May-pole? 

Carf. I warrant, as many as would make all Bedford chimnies 
{moke a whole winter, 

Vaſt. leſt on, Ha'you any moreto lay to me, 

Cyrf. Nothing my braue Clem o'th ({towgh , but I would thou 
wouldft ceale with vs, Say,ſhall weepur all our Rockes together, 
and {ct outa ſhip of our owne? 

Uaſt. Ha? firſt tell me truly what you are. 

Curf, Agreed, Let's fit downe to counſell, 3 am the Abbot of 
Newnham, 

Vaſt. How? much? | 

{@rf.Ile not bate you an Ace on't, till the old Abbor returnes 
from Pilgrimage, My chamber ſhall be our Randeuous, - The 
diuell himſelfe in the ſhape of a blurting Conſtable wil net looke 
for-vs there. 

Val. Tam a ſouldiour, and in this vacation time ani forc'd to 
dolike Lawyers; wheti ſuites do not make them,they make ſuites: 
becauſe the warres will not maintaine me, I maintaine the warres, 
I ſet vp my Bils in Bedford here , for a Phyſician, aud dealt with 
Gripefor the Gowt. Thauea proie&to iwellour purſes till they 
ourſt, Will you ſecond me? 

Vaſt. As inſeparably, as a'condition does an obligation, 

Val. T haue often heard the gripulous Dotard talke of Fairies: 
and how rich the houſe proues that they haunr.I haue ripened the 
bliſter of his imagination to the full. Shall we launce it? I baue keys 
that ſhall ſecure our conveyance, It a match? 

Vaſt. The ſafeſt ſtratagem we could devile, 

By crafr,moxe then by rength, alt theeues do riſe. 


Of - 
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Of many politicke knaues you cannot ſpie one, 
The Foxe will haughis prey before the Lion. 
Val. Two or threenights we'le ſcatter ſome ſmall peeces of Gl- 
uer, till opportunitie plumpe our project, 
Curf. 1 take it rightly. Oh tis quicke and ſharpe. 
So with a Gudgeon loſt, we'll catch a Carpe, Abootie, 


Enter Griffin, Sager, Bromley, 


Griff. As I was ſaying, Maſter Bromley, why ſhould you take th' 
aduantage of your neighbour Sager here ? Yhaue got the reuer- 
fion of his Leaſe, Ther's is but one hfe ro come in't, Wee are all 
mortall.It may come ere you looke for't. I loue peace, I loue peace. 
Brom. 1 ſay, that life is forfeit:and lle enter on all, The law is on 
my ſide. Ile not be bound to thypeace. 
Griff. Nay Sir,lle bind no man:but if I could perſwade YOU==== 
to be fleeced both, ſol might be kept warme in your wooll---How 
fay you neighbour Sager? 
Sag. Alas Sir, Ido but defend my owne, 
Nay could be wel-contented to fit downe 
With ſome(though vniuſt)loſle.I iudge it beſt, 
Though with ſome preiudice to buy my reſt, 
Griff. Therein you wrong your ſelfe:rhe law is Inpartiall, like a 
Bell, as ſound on one fide, as on th'other , if the clapper be right. 
Maſter Bromley a word---What will you iudge me worthy of, If I 
perſwade him to relinquiſh his right? You know your caſe---, 
Brom. Here's twenty angels:worke it good Maſter Griffin, work 
it;and you ſhall be my cuerlaſting Atturney. Bur if you faile, you 
muſt returne, | 
Griff. Piſh,neuer talke o that man---Mr,Sager, a word--I loue 
peace,though I cannot liue by. reſpe& my conſcience aboue my 
purſe---when t'has no money in't.---What will you giue mee to 
draw Bromley to a good handſome compoſition? 
Sag. Not apennie,till yhaue done't, 
Griff. You know twill go againſt you, bur Iloue peace, 
Sag. (Ineuerknew'tin any of your Tribe, 

Th'cuent be what it will, Ile giue no bribe.) 

Sir,as I like your end---God and my cauſe, 

Are coate of teele,gainſt the ſharpe fangs of lawes, 


Grif 


Grif, Shall we walke on? eur iourney'slong, 

Curf. Not io long as you take't, Stand, good Mr, Lawyer,ſhall 
I puta caſe toyounow? 

Ual. Come, vntrufle, we haue haſt of buſineſſe? 

(rf.Quicke firrah, / ſhall ſerue an Execution o'your throte elſe 

Grif.lndeed Gentleme,I am ſorry that I'm not better ſtored for 
you. If you had tooke me comming from terme,I could haue ſerued 
your turnes better, 

Valen.Bind them, haraper the ragues, Serue a Habeas corpu on 
that fiers facies, 

Curf, How happy were this common wealth! how ſound ! 
If cuery corrupt Lawyers fingers were thus bound, 

Vat, Sager, I kno\y thee poore: here take thy purſe, 
Though I rob theſc.no poore man ſhall me curſe. 

Val. Tarry till Tlay the Lawyer in the midſt of his clients, 
Are your talons bound Harpy? Thou lieft now like a Stallion nery 
gelt, betwixt two Mares, This is a Diltringis,firrah, 
Farexvell peitie-fogger, Secedunt fures. 

Grif. Oh neighbours, I'am vadone,vndone. , 

Brom, Then helpe to yndoe me. Ile haue my action againſt the 
Rogues, 

Sag. Stay till you catch them maſter Bromley, 
Well, ſomwhat this my falling ſtate relecues: 
Thar honeſty ſpeeds well eucn amongſt theeues 

Brom, Helpe, hclpe. Good maſter Griffin, your breath's ſiron- 
geſt, yawle, yawle, Your tongue could neuer ſtand your Clients 
in more ſtead, 


Enter Vaſters wife. 


rife, Theard this way ſome mans diſtreſſed voyce, 
Crying for helpe:ſome robbery .,Oh tis no. wonder! , 
A theefe and bawdy houſe are ne're farre aſunder. 

Grif. Oh good woman helpe,helpe to vntie vs. 
Wif,.lxncw'hem all, Two knaucs,one honeſt man, 
They know not me in this tranſlation, 
Come Sir,Ile looſe you firſt, heipe you thereſt, 
Do well to all, but tothe good do beſt, 

Grif. Oh that I had the yiilaines vpon an exccution now, 

D Wie 


fe, Would you turne hang-man, Sir? 


_ Grif. Tfaith ſweet wench,I would ſhewhem the law, 


IViſe, Oh pitie them : neceſſitie has no law. 
Perhaps want forc'd them;though it was not good, 
What Horſeleaches are they, that full, ſucke blood! 
There is an Inge, enter, refreſh your (clues. 
Theirlofſeis money, yet I mone their ſtate. 

Who pities me moſt, moſt vnfortunate! 
Robd of a busbands loue, now of himſelfe. 
How farre is this beyond all lofle of pelfe! 

He ſold me hither; may that finfull price 

Of my deepe ſorrow neuer preiudice 

His happinefſe, what climate euer holds him, 

Be bleft,ſweet husband; let my ruine buy 

Thy wiſhd content,though I forſaken die. 

This witch hastyr d me with her cuſtomers, 

Whom I haue all ſent home with betterd minds. 

Againſt her vicious will, Iforce her ſtrive 

By vertue rather, then by luſt ro thrive, 

I know, Iam expected. Exit, 
Carf. The Iackes be now vncag'd,andflutterd hence, | 
Vaſt. (The woman,that releafd them,] ſhould know, 

She frees them from this bondage to a worſe. 

There is no theefe, like whore, to picke the purſe, ) 

Val. Shall we not ſhift ground? 

Caurf. By no meanes.A theetes ſafeſt reſidence is in the ſame plat 
he did the robberie,There,of all places, the Cuckoldly hue will ne-. 
ucr crie after him, 

Vaſt. When ſhall we ſhare the booties, and beproud, 

How liberally our diuifion mounts ? 

C#rf. The daies worke done,we'l caſt yp the aceounts. 

Val. Where's the pettie- foggers Portmanteau? Curf, Here, 
Val. Lay't there.So, you ſhall ſee me catch a fat Pickere!l, with 
this Gudgeon preſently, Stand cloſe, 
Enter old Gripe, Nice, Thirty, 
Ne, Vncle, vncle,T had a certaine ſcuruy dreame to night, 
Grip. Dreame? what of dreames? good coulin be not ſo nice. 
Nye. I dreamt--- Grip. Be hang'd, 
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N;. Beyouhang'd, Vncle. | 
Thirit, Behang d both,except I may haue ſorne drinke, 
Nic, Me thought I found a great deale of money, 
Gripe. 1 would we had it, coufin, without dreaming. 
Thirſt. Whoop maſter-- no part of my finding, takes vp the 
Grip, No matter for a part : all's mine, Portmantean 
Nic. Nay, all's mine for dreaming, 
Thirſt. Nayall's mine for finding: and Ile keep't. 
Val. Soft,firrah : it lies there for a Wager. 
Nic, What wager, Sir? 
Ck Marry,that who ever finds it, ſhall looſe all the money in's 
urſe, 
Nic.lle not meddle withit, 
Grip. Ile ha' novart in'c, 
Val. Tudgement, Genriemen:ha'they not loſt the wager? 
Cuarf. Vaſt. Loſt,loſt;as ſure as Virginitic;no ſooner laid then loft, 
Val. Come then to pay,to pay, (Sure this is Gripe,my Bedford- 
Gowtie- Vſurer.Plague o'your ſtilts; what Carpenter ſer 'hem yp- 
. right? not my wimble, I hope. 
| Nic. OhI am ſpoyld, ſpoyld; this tis to dreame of finding mo« 
ney--1 knew,what rwould come to, 
Thirf, Save your labour, good mafter Theefe : for my breeches 
arc ith” faſhion, a great deale of pocket, but no lining. 
aft. This is the rocke that ſptit me.Oh good fate! 
That thou hadſt now about thee halfe my ſtate, 
Is t {inne to rob the Theefe? by vſurious courfe, 
He once robd me, now I rob him by force. 
No difference but this, twixt him and me. 
I ba not ſuch proteion, as had he. 
Grip. OrTam a poore man,a verie poore man. 
Vaſt. Thou art indeed; wealch wirchour vſe doth free 
No ſfoule from the bleake ftormes of pouertie. 
Who cannot natures requeſts fatistic 
Out of his wealch, his cofter's rich, not he. 
Pal. Be they all bound to the good forberance? 
Vaſt. Thus farre quits my reuenge. The Vlurer lies, 
As taft in mine,as / am in his tyes, 
| Now let me kill him,No, bloud ſhall nor die 
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. My other finnes in purple. Lye there, Loe ! 
That the wiſe lawe would ſerucall yſurers ſo, 
How few in thy bonds didſt thou ere vntie? 
Now bound thy ſelfe, ſo without mercy lie, 
(rf. Come, let's retire to our refuge. 


Grip. Helpe,— = 


Enter Vafters wife, 


Secedant, 
Nz#c. Vncle, vncle,I would this all were but a dreame too. 


Grip, Oh coz, lam damnd, damnd,my mony $ gone. . 
Elſtow morgage 15 loſt, Wallow tome, Mice. 

Nic. Oh vncle, its dangerous tumbling, ſnakes i'the graſſe, 

Grip. Wallow ro me, Thirſty, 

Thirſt. Maſter, I'm ſo drie,I cannot ſtirre my feet,” 


wife, More robberies yet? tis ſtrange, how villains ſwarme! 


Miſchiefes hold cloſe ro keepe each other warme, 
Threeranke corruptions make their neere abode, 
An Abby,Bawd houſe, and a Thecuith rode, 
Where be theſe men diſtreſſed?-. how? my Vſurer? 
Shall I vnbind him, that hath bound my husband 
In mercilefle fetters? Yes, I'm bidden,ſtill« 
With good deeds to requite my enemies ill, 
Come,diuell, lle vnloſe thee. . 

Grip, Oh how Tm croſt! 


My mony, and my raorgage,all,all loſt, 


Nic. Maſle, a prety vicnch-- It ſhe lay thus bound before mee, 


I would notloole her, but vpon fome conditions, 

wife, VVill you go in Sir,and reirelh your {elfe? 

Gr:p. Ile follow thee, ſweete girle, Would I could cope 
This morgage;though my other be paſt hope, 

Thirſt.” Doe they brew wine here? 

Vaſt. Sec how this woman ſtill me quits,and crofles, 
Lrob and binde, and ſhe rejceucs.their loſſes, 
Why doth ſhe thus? Its bur a cricke of hers: 
By charitic to draw in cuſtorners, 
I ain now patient, but more Cucko!d {ii!!, + 
Lhelpe her to lupply, gain{t my owne will, 


Exenzt 
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(rf. Shall we retire to my chamber,and ſhare ? 


Enter Beniamin, 


Val. Tarry, Here comes another Iack-day : let's plucke him, 
and take his feathers with vs ſtand. 
Ben, Thou durſt not ſay ſo, were we on juſt tearmes, 
Velen. You ſhouldbee ſome Lawyer , you ſtand ſo on your 
termes 
Faith, we muſt change profeſſions with you , you muſt giue 's our 
fces, 
Ben, Youle earne them firſt ? 
Val, Brauc Sir, fo do not Lawyers alwayes. 
Bur when you'r payd your ſelfe , youl giue's our due, 
Vast, Hold, Gentlemen, this is my friend, : 
Curf. Thine,noble /2zleys? thou ſhalt begge hisranſome then, 
UVaſt, Hee ſtands ſecure, Haſte to your chamber. There Ile 
meet you preſently,and then wee'l ſhare, Exennt, 
Ben, Arethy ends good in this given libertie? 
Or doſt it here alone to murder me ? 
UVaſt. Not with my ſword, but with a tale ſhall wound thy a- 
gazed heart —— come, let's fit downe, 
Ben, What tale? good friend, beplaine and ſhort, 
Woeto a heart, by expectation centuples the ſmart, 
Vaſt, 1haue commendations to you from one Ya#ter : 
For by 's deſcription you ſhould be the man, 
Ben, Liues Vaster then ?: 
Vaſt. "Las Sir, you know he's dead, 
And by your bloudy hand was murdered, Ben, By me ? 
Vajt. Is not your name Sir Beniamin Gripe ! 
Ben, Whar then? 
Vaſt. You kill d him, Sir, Poore man he dy'd 
With penitence to heauen, to you remilsion, 
Sayd, that you did ir like a man, prouok'd 
By his intemperate rage, Fate gaue that I 
Keeping his walke, came ro cloſe yp his eye, 
Ben, Heayen pardon me, What {ayd the dying aſter ? 
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Vaff. He charg'd me ſeeke you out,and gaue me gold, 
To bury him in ſecret; leſt his dearh 
Should hazard yours, and charm d my filent breath, 


Ben, His loue giues fire to my greene pile of forrowes, 


' May his bones reſt a4 pr : in griefe I liuce; 
'Leffe he and heaucn do my blacke faulr torgiue, 


Vaſter. He hath forgiuen you, only this ke Degges; 
That to the ſcatter d pieces of himſelfe, 
Left to {uruine his miſeries yncomplere, 
His Wicow and his Orphans, you would yeeld 
Some pittictor your owne, heauens,and his ſake : 
And teach that hand, (from which he hop'd ſome good) 
To ſuccour theirs, that tooke away his blood, 
He bad me tel! you, now all meanes were gone, 
Toexpiate that ſinne, ſauc only one : 
To hold thoſe vp, that on the worlds ſea ſwimme : 
Since he had chem .ynJene, you vndone him, 
That you would be to them, as ke ſhould be : 
This he bequeath'd you as a Legacie, 
Ben, Ile be a iuſt Executor of his will. 
Good friend, great thankes: my purſe th haſt ſpar'd to ceaze: 
But what is worſe, haſt robb'd me of my peace, 
UVaſter, th'art dead: if thy transformed ſoule, 
Could from the battlements of yon high Tower, 
Behold the vow d endeuours of my heart, 
To ſatisfic thy will and my huge debt, 
In thee, to thine, thou wouldit my merit ſet 
'Monglt thy beſt friends : yet narrow are my bounds; 
To give themplaiſters, that firſt gaue them wounds. 
Loſt, Fatewell Sir, thinke on Vaſter, Exit. 
Ben, Friend adicu, To Vaſter and my vowe I will be trye, 
How thicke the ſharpe pulſe;of my conſcience beaces ! 
How-trangely my diſtracted Phanthie threats ! 
Oh vnappeaſed murder, that full keepes 
The ſenſitive committer from faſt ſleepes : 
And murmurs in the eares a fatall knell 
Of reſtlefſe thoughts on earth,of worſe in hell, 
How deepe thou ſtrik'ſt me with a ſilent blow ! 
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Be patient heart, to thy fate humbly bow. 
Fetch him againe I cannot; oh his ſowne 
Is too too mortall, Why then hurl'd I downe 

My finking ſpirits ? Let meflye to mirth, 

And burden cares with wine, to make them finke. 

The worlds rule is; Whoteels the lode of conſcience let him drink, 
But oh importunare griefe-! too hard it is, 

To counterfet a falſe and forged blifle } 

Yet once lle force a tryall; Ihauec here an Inne, 

I heare and wonder,is turn'd houſe of finne. 

[le ſee, if the looſe ſprawtes, with their ſharpe wit, 

Can giue my mind a medicine for this fit. 

Whores I abhorre, as Gardiners Iayes: no matter; 

Once for experiment, Ile hcare them chatrer. 


Enter Vasters Iife. 


Prevention! I thinke here 's one of the jtourney-women come, to 
proffer me her ſeruice.Black proſtitution!that any ſuch face ſhould 
cuer waite vpon thee, Siſter, what ſeeke you? 
Wife, What is hard to find : 
An honeſt man, orels my eyes are blinde, 
Bes, Fur, if I fay Im one, Ithen fall ſhort, 
Of the occaſion I intend for ſport, 
I'm ſuch afoole in this Priaps-rode, 
Mee thinks, ſweet-heart, your honeft-man ſhould bee one, thar 
| ſhould pleaſe your appetite, ftirre your veines, tickle your bloud, ; 
and make you laugh delight into your panting ſpleene, | 
Vife, An honeſt diuell, 
Th'are friends to hell, that rempt weake ſoules to cuill, 
Ben. Come, let me kifle thee ſo: this was with caſe. 
Words are ayry ſhades, th are deeds that pleaſe. 
Wife, Sir, do notthinke to enter my chafte fort, 
Encourag'd by this parle, You preſume ---- 
Bey. Not to vnlocke thy treaſures with ſuch keyes. - 
Gold only can ſurpriſe ſuch holds as theſe, 
AndlT haue that will doo *t, 
ite, Then vie it well. 
How's wealth abus'd, when it conducts to hell! | 


Sis, 


Sir, T will ſet no price on your defires, 
Ber. 1le be tie franker Pay-maſter, 
wife, You muſt : Then pay me for my vertue : ſo Ile take it. . 

What ſtarues iuſt,is well bought ; not what it feedes, 

"Tis follies dregges, with coyne to buy ill deedes. 

Ben, Come, come; why ſhould you be {o quaint, and nice, 
That know what belongsto 't? 'Dsſo,a Virgin 
Art thirtcene, or perhaps a litcle vnder, 
Could not with whuling nay's be ſo peruerſe, 
In her be worded Mayden-head, Wif, I muſt, 
Ben, Thou doſt not rightly of my merits deeme.' 
I would not know you ſuch, as you now ſeeme, 
Ben. The golden footed Jaw, that goes Or runs, 
Staies, and turnes backe, as we giue motion to it, 
Shall ſtep the paſe, which thou would'ſt haue ir, Nay, 
Speake as thy tongue inſtructs it, I will change 
Thy pouerty to.gold, rich robes, a Coach, 
And prauncing Courlers, that ſhall whirle thee through 
The popular treets; and when thou firſt in pride, 
The tamed law ſhall lacquay by thy fide. 
Wife, Theſe are ſome incitations to a heart 
Tainted with malice, or that thinkes a heauen 
In-glorious oftentation z.or would ſtand 

Aﬀected with the bane of prurient luſt, 

I'm of another-temper, Pray youlcaue me. 

Ben, Thou ſhalt Netar drinke : 

Make ebrious waſte of the ſweet Gnoſſian wines ; 

Feſants ſhall be courſe dyet : refin'd marow, 

Smal) pounded outs, and lofleng'd eAmplum, \ 

Scrap'd pearle and date-ſtones ſprinkled on each ſlice, 

And ſtre:w'd with ſugar, like white froſt on yce. 

Grant me but lone, lle raine a ſhowre of Gold 

Into thy lappe , out-ſhining Joe, when he 

Wrapt in his glory courted Danae, 
7/:ſe, Thy language does affright me. Oh my ſtarres ! 

Ze, Oletnor teares ſpoile ſuch a beauty, Tell mee ; Why ſpill 
you water hkea Crockodile , to captiue mee; that might have 
don't with mirth, nimbler chen ayre? 

wife 
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Wife. Sir, Thaue no defire, 
To take your luſt, butpittie, Somewhat prompts my'credulous 
heart, there is ſerie goodneſle in you, 
Ben. My truth ſhall quice thy faith, Impart thy mind, 
_ Wife, Ile truſt you, Sir, Iama wretched woman, 
The widow or the wife, Iknow not whether, of the diſtreſſed or 
dead Vaſter, 
Ben, How ? I faint to tell thee; thou art then a widow: 
The warres have ended his infortunate dayes, 
Nay, let not gricfe oppreſle thy ſpirits, -Oh, 
Thaue kill'd ihe wife and husband with one blow. 
Lift vp thy ſowning eyes. 
rife, Oh let me dye. Rather ſhort death,then lingring miſerie, 
Bea, Revive thy heart: Yaſter yet lives in me: 
I am his ſonne, that hath thy busbznds lands. 
© Wife. And canT looke for mercy at your hands ? 
Ben, Receiue this carneſt; all my Rate is thine, 
Fife. You cannot with theſe ſpels charme me to finne, 
Bey. I do not : when I taint thy chaſter cares 
With motions of blacke luſt, pronounce me Villaine. 
Tell me, who brought you ro this Brothell - Inne ? 
rife, He, to whom heauen (1truft) hath clear'd all fin, 
My aſter ſold me hicher, I was content. 
Thus to relicue his ſtate, when all was ſpent, 
Ber, But conldt thou liue infeRleſſe in this ayre ? 
Wife, Thaue, and will. 
Bex, Will? This givesſtrange ſuſpicion, 
Wife, T made a promiſe, that without conſent 
Of her that bought me, would not depart. 


Enter Mar-mayde. 


Sce where th Inchantrefle comes, 

Meirm, Now minion, you muſt be gadding. Cry you mercie, 
Land-lord: if you'l have any ſport, walke in, walke in, You ſhall 
rake out your rent here, Land-lord, She ſhall be your own Vaca- 
tion and Terme too, Land-lord. . 

Bey, So, you pernicious Damme of luſts foule lictour, | 
You that buy beauty and do ſell 't againe 3 
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And live by th'occupation. Heare you? Free 
This woman from your brothell . ſlauerie, 
Or1 ſhall bring you to the cart and laſh, | 

Marm, OhI am caſt away; ſhe coſt me fifty pounds, 

Tne're got foure grotes by her yer. 
. 'Ben, Thou ſhalt loſe more by keeping her. Goe cleanſe the 
houſe from this diſorder, or I here diſcharge thee. 

Harm, Good Land-lord, beſtow her where you will, Iam 
content to be rid ofher, ſo I may hold your fauour... 
Foxe pull your honeſty, Is this the dancing mayde? 
One more ſuch purchaſe will vndoe my trade. 

Enter Gripe. 

Grip, Hoſtice, Oftice, wher's your kinſwoman ? 

Harm, Yonder Sir, talking with my Land-lord, your Wor- 
ſhips ſonne . 

Gripe, Son Beniamin ? yea faith, are you ſo cloſe Exit Mar, 
with a wench ? Come hither -- ſhe's a whore, Take heed on her, - 
If ſhe want meanes,bring her home : ſhe ſhall keep my houſe, | 


Faith, I grow old, and cannot now long liue : 


 Ohſucha Wench would be reſtoratiue. . 


Perſwade her Ben, Exit Gripe, 
Ben, lle do my beſt, Sir. See, 

The pleaſed fates conſent to ſuccour thee, 

My fathers houſe ſhall ſhelter thee ynknowne, 

Pleaſe the old man with words,but hold-your owne. . 

If my plot takes, as I can hope noleſle, 


This luſt of his ſhall thy good fortunes blefle. 
A&. Tertius. 


Enter Robert Vaſter, and Amne. 


Rob, Ome, ſiſter to my ſorrowes, and my ſelfe. 
| They fay, ſociety in woes doth lighten 
Ourpreſſures 3 burT finde the contrary, 
My woes are heauwwer by thy companie 
My griefe for thy diſtreſſe, doubles mine ownes+ . 
I ſhould be farre leſle wretched, if alone, 
ANN: 


Ann, Sweet brother, fince we muſt both ſuffer, thinke it ſome 

comfort, that we ſhare an equall fortune, 
Griefe has leſſe power to worke on ourſad hearts 
Where mutuall loues contend to beare their parts, 

Reb, Little once thought thy mother,that thy fate 
Should ſtoope to ſeruice to rehieue thy ſtate : 
We are not try'd, but in our milſerie, 
He is a cunning Coach-man that can turne 
Wellin a narrow roome, To manage plenty 
In a right forme, commends the-ſtate, not perſon, 
Hee's ble, that to be rich can giue conſent 
With honeſtie, or reſt poore with content. 
I wonder, Beniamin dothnor viſit vs. 
His laft reliefe is done : if that ſpring drye, 
We faint for ſuccour, and mult fainting dye, 


Enter Bromley. 


See, here comes Bromley , once our fathers Steward : Sure, hee' 
ſupport vs. Siſter, try his kindnefle : thy ſpeech is more pathetical., 
Brom, Theeues, Lawyers, Rogues, Harlots, and Inne-keepers, 
are mens purgations,. Griffin has cheated mee : tooke twenty an- 
gels from me 3 theeues tooke 'hemfrom him, He promis'd to draw 
Sager to compound; now the day 's gone againſt me, 
OhI could wiſh my nailes turn'd Vultures tallons, 
ThatI might teare their fleſh in mammocks, raiſe 
My loſſes from their carcaſes turn'd Mummy, 
Ann, Good Sir, a word ———— 
Brom, Now Kictlin, what would you haue ? 
Ann, Sir, remember we are the miſerable children of loſt Vs- 
Ter; whom once you ſeru'd, 
Brom, What's that tome? - * 
Ann, 1 hope, Sir, you can ſpare ſomewat to vs diſtreſſed. 
. Brow, This is plaine begging, Minion, fall to worke, 
And earne ſupply to wants with diligent labour. 
For Vaſters ket will not vrge the Statute, 
Rob, The Statute, Judas ? ware no Beggers,though 
We try d thy courteſic. Curicd be thy fate, 
Thoutfrom our father gotc'li thy whole cſtare. 
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Yet grudgeſt vs ſome fragments. Hence, out Dogget 
If thou ſtay'{tmiſcreant 
Brom, Boy, Ile ſmoke you for't, 
Rob, Dothy worſt, diuel}, An infatiate worme ſtrike deepe in- 
to thy conſcience, file thy heart ftrings with rubbing frets : 
And turne thy derogated name, 


On foggy blaſtings of erernall ſhame, Exit. 


Enter Gripe. 
Ingratitude is gone; andin his roome, 
Extortion and a fiend is hither come, 
Grip. I'm going to ſee my morgage--= 
Arn; Good Sir, ſhew mercy on two wretched Orphans, 
Grip. Out beggers, mercie ? what doſtralke to me of mercy? 


I'm going to let my grounds, I haue no leaſure for mercy. 
Rob, Goe thou accurſed Cain : in miſerie, 


When thou begg'(t mercy, be' as farre from thee. 
Amn. Sir, y hate vndone our Parents; pittie vs. 
Grip. Icannottay to heare you, 1 have bufinefſe, =Ex#, 
Rob. Heauen be as deafe to thee, when thy foule breath 
Shall begge ſomereſpite at thy violent death. 


Enter Nice, 
This fellow ſure will ſuccour vs, 

Nic. Inne, Iuly, «Auguit, September ==» the firſt day--- 

Amn, Sir, raiſe our proſtrate fortunes with ſome helpe : 
Some little helpe, you know vs, 

N'c. Yes, yes, I remember I haue ſcene you, Let's ſce----- 
The fourteenth day -- bad, 1 muſt donodced of charitie rd day ; 
I have prelident for it, 't is loſt, 

Rob.tNow Iremember, when I went to ſchoole, 

I read of one Veſpaſian a good Emperour, 

That told his Courtiers if a day out-ſlipt him, 
Wherein he did not good, that day was loſt. 

The next he would redeem't with double coſt, 

1!l colour'd finne, how ſhamefull dolt thou looke, 
In them that plead thy warrant from their booke! 


Nic. Fourteenth day, A good turne forgotten, Ohheres leay.. 
ning from the ſtarres, Though 


Though I dolittle good ere Tamrotten, 

Like citizens, I would not ha't forgotten, 

Yetlerme ltudy on't: though a man may-not giue,he 
May buy,I hope without danger. Faire fiſter, 

What ſhall I giue you for your maiden-head ? 

Rob. Thus much : a broken head, 

Ni. Oh--Oh--Forgiue me,good Calender--Iperceiue now,thy 
counſel's true.It's an cuil day indeed:I ſhould neither haue bought 
nor ſold ont, E xi, 

Rob , Nence,skie-conſulting Gyphie:men commit 
Sinnes darke as night, avd blame the ſtarres for it, 


Enter Sager, 
Another pafſenger--Oh this is Sager. 
His wife was once a {eruant to our mother. 
Alas,when theſe built from our ruinous woe 
Relecue vs not, what ſhould this poore man doe , 
Sag. Ilongto heare from London; how my ſuite 
Ends,or depends : if loſt, I'm loſt with it, 

Who would truſt any barres rhis tottring world 
Can plot to fortifie our wheeling ſtates! 
When the ſtrong dores of Tuſtice may be broke, 
Orlifred fromthe hinges by the force 
Of politike engines : or the ſafeſt locke 
Bepickt with a falſe key. 

An, Sir,dwels there any mercie in your heart? 

Sag, Yes: or of mercy, I muſt hope no parr. 
I know yon,and your wants.My wife was once your Parents 
{cruant, 

An, True,but that time is paſt, 
And in her ſeruice now I would be plac, 

Sp. That were too Jauiſh yeelding to your WOE. 
I am but poore, troubles haue made me fo. 
Yet of that ſmall life-blood, which my drencht ſtate 
H as left it by the Lawes ſharpe lurgerie, 


Embrace a portion, as your needs require. 
Enter Peniamim.. 


And I may giue,Here comes your enewjes Sonne, - 
* E 3 Bezx, 
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Be, Ihauebene ſceking all you three with newes, 

Good newes ; friend Sager ,the day's yours. | 
Sag. It's welcome, I hauethe better meanc. © \uccour theſe, 
Ben, Y ou haue prevented my requeſt: I purpos'd 

To beg that kindnefle of you, Robin, I would 

Jntrear you to accept my ſ{eruice,but 

I meane the name of it : for in deed lle vie thee 

As my moſt equal] and reſpeRed friend, 

Nas, in thine armes [threw and locke m y ſelfe; 

My fortunes be all rhine:the key's thy loue; 

Ler this kifle be theſeale, Ye ſacred powers 

Make indiſſoluble this knot of ours. 

Now, maſter Sager, giue her that reſpec, 

You would my wife:all charges are my debr. 

Robin, you know the houſe;condu@ your fiſter thither; that done, 

conuey theſe letters to the widdow Sorrow; (that's her borrowed 

name) 1c lies at my fathers, 
Rob. With iutt hands, 
I'm prouder of thy loue,then of thy lands. 
Ann, Oh pure quinteſſence of thy profeſſion. 

How many haſt thou robd, thus to make yp 

Thy perfect godneſle! as if wiſer nature 

Had made an extract of ten thouſand Lawyers, 

And thriſe refin'd it with immortall fires: 

Then ſetir like a ſanCtified Lampe: 

On th'Altar of thy ſoule; to giue exemplar light, 

In the dull darkeneſle of this ſinne-borne night, Exennt. 
Ben, Bromley 's prone mad with rage:I'm icalous of him, You 

. know the hopes of your poſteritie dwell on your preſent fortunes: 

all which burne with the ſhort Taper of your ſingular life, . 

Say he ſhould quench it. 

Sag, How Sir? murder me? 
Ben, I cannot tell jit's but my iclaouſie. 

Tis not amiſle, to keepe preuentions eye 

Open and wary. Inſtruments of death 

Stand ready preſt to a malicious arme, 

And policie, like a cunning Ieluite, 

Watches behind the Arras for a call. ky 
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The deed once done,helpe it who can,or ſhall, 
$27. What ground for this ſuſpirion find your thoughts? 
Bey, The fiiry of hismadneffc, Enuies fome, 
Thar ſurges from the poyſon'd auarice 
Of his ſwolne heart : his brok en reſolutions, 
Wherein his traitor-tongue can jcarce forbcare 
The proteſtation, Giue me leaue to feare, 
Sag. What will you counſel! me? 
Ben, That muſt be ſtudy 'd. Thus--- 
Liſten---Well trie what miſcheefes he can warpe: 
with woodden waſters learne to play at ſharpe, Exit Sager. 


Enter Gripe, Nice,Thirity. 


Grip. Oh my backe,my backe--- Ben, How do you, Sir? 

Grip, Oh ſonne,fonne,worle then ever. The Gowt was but a 
ſtitch to this. Oh the Collicke,the Collicke and ſtone, 

Thirst. There be two of them maſter, aske the widdow elſe. 

Grip, Sure it will rend my bowels our, 

Ben, Ic's iuſt:The ſtone ith'bladder now ſhould make him ſmart 
That has ſo long bene ficke of ſtone ith' heart, 

Grip. Oh that I knew where my old Phyſician liwd, 

Enter V ater and Curfew, 

Vaſt. Keepe on your habite. Our walke's turn'd Pouls, I thinke, 

(rf. Llid, if our third party were here , wee would yenter on 
'hemall, Th'are but welſh freeze; they would fhrinke at the ſenſe 
of yron, 

Vaſt, Let's mnffle vp our villaines with the ſhadow 
Of ſome great conference : ifa cheate be offer'd, 
We'll not refuſe : but now to compaſle it, 
Muſt not be done by force of armes,but wit. 

Grip, Sonne Bentamin, you muſt tro Goldington, 
To view yong Bruſters lands : th'are offer'd me 
This morne in morgage. Harke you--- 

Nic. Thirfty,come hither,  Thirft. Ha you any drink there? 

Nic. Nos but come drinke thy ſelfe drunke with Poetrie. 

Thirſt, Faith, Poetrienow adaies will ſcarce make a man drink, 
T had as liefe be a pot as a Poet: then I ſhould ſometimes þe full of 
good liquour, 
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Nic, 


x 10 Honeſt Lawyer. 
-: 
ee. Oh, your Poet is roo 


{ſuch a one ou her Samplar, 
rongue, I ſhall rauiſh her, 

Thirit, You ſhall be hang'd forethen, 

Ni. Open thine eares,like an Oyſter a ſunning 

Emen as the bird, which we Camelion call, 

doth line on aire for aye: 

So my kinde heart,ener like a flocke-Dowe ſhall 

feede on thy loue alll day. 

Thirſt, 1, and all night too, 

Nic, I, anda!lnight coo: bur that night would make the verſe 
too long, Now I ralke of night, let me ſee what time of day it is, I 
haue butinefſe, muſt not be rim'd away. 

Curf, Pray y Sir, bow ſpeakes your watch? One? mine lies ins 
cliningtorwo. You haue a prertic gry rn of the time there, 
Who made it, French or Dutch? You need not doubt me,Sir, Iam 
the new Parſon of Saint Peters in Bedford, 

Nic. Six,then as I may (ay,haue ioy in your new Benefice,for bel. 
ly-peece you mult ha'none, Pray' lets peruſe your watch,ſee you 
mine, 

Vaft. Fc: Sir, yhaue a braue waſh there, Chill warrant the 
Kings waſh-maker made it. Beſeech you mezter Nice, let me ſee 
malter Pa:fon waſh, Mafter Paſon will you zell your waſh, chill 
glue you good calh for it, 

Cxrf., No,my honeft friend, I will not fell it. 

Vf. \Will you runne with me for it? Grif. Runne? no, 

Vaſt. Cheuore ye runne for't,you ſhall nere ha't elſe, Excmrrit. 

Crrf, Oh my watch-- Nic, Oh my watch, 

C#-»{. Stop the theefe, ſtop the theeke, Vaſter runs away with 

Nc. Stop the Pricſt, ſtop the Prieſt. ( urfews watch © (ure 

Thirſt, Let him'go, he runs for a wager. few withNices, 

Zi, How now? is my coutin Vice playing at Bace? 
] know one of them well,ov his fad tale 
O! Yfers Cem: for that Te not purſie him, 

C-/p. Son,] did reſt ime, hoping 91 g9 forward, 

Pur iv ncreale wy panes, Tam not ave, 
Surucy you Drafers lands,and ipeed returne, 


All 


All's for your good, for I am now out-worne, 

Bey, I goe Sir --- All's for me ; yet whileshe liues, 
And his hydroppickefpirits can look e through 
His bodies loope-holes, and conuey the vleafire 
Of his contemplate gold. his luſts ſole God, 

Through thoſe windowesto th'admirin g heart-: 
Nothing comes fromhimjz not the ſuperfluities 
Of baſers things, not being firſt improu'd, 
I am his onely :{lue, and on me 
I thinke he meanes to ſettle all his ſtate. 
It's the onely way to giue me curſt and poore, 
To build my-neft onluch extorted ftore.. 
Thoſe fathers, that difireſſ'd mens ruines yſe, 
* As ſcaffolds to build yp their racked wealth, 
*©Proue in the cud, like citie-houſes,that 
*On ſmall foundations carry ſpacious roofes: 
*When the incenſed heauens in tempeſts frowne, 
«Their owne top-heauy weight tumbles them downe,.- 
The firſt or ſecond generation ſpils 
«By ryot,what by wrong the father fils, 
In this Ile be a mirror to theſe times: 
And bythe hand of charicie returne 
To euery man, what by his couctous rape 
Their ſtates are rauiſh'd of : ſo worke my reſt. 
Th'ill gotten gone,that which remaines is bleſt, Exit. 

Grip.Oh Thirſty,honeſt Thirfty,Thy old maſter is but a dead 
man, I cannot pifſe;manany vrine's ſtop'd, 

Thirſt, You ſhould drinke,hard, maſter:all this comes with 
pinching your ſelfe of your liquour. This is the reaſon , that 
{ſo few Dutchmen are troubled with the ſtone. Your miſerable 
Chutle dribbles like the piffing Conduit: bur his iouiall ſonne 
witha ſtreame like Ware-water-ſpour. This is the cauſe , the 
Vſurer falling ficke, fo ſeIdome riſes by the Raffe of Phyſicke: 
for he has no water for the Phyſician to caſt.) 


F Enter 


Enter Nice blowing, 


Nic. Now the Gowt,Drophe, Lethargie take pofſefſion of 
their legs. I ha'loſt my wind, and my watch, and Ifeare, my 
wench too, 

Thirſt, You haue watch'd faire: ſure that Parſon was ſome 

Iriſhman. 
' Nice. Some hangman vncaſe him. I ha'bene at the Parſons, 
and he's no ſuch manner of man.. 


Enter Marre-waide,conftable with Valentine, 


Grip, What crew's this? 

Mar, Blefſe your worſhip : Iamyour Worſhips ſonnes 
Tenant. Tha'brought a rogue to yourworſhip,to be examin'd. 

Grip. What fault hath has he committed ? Clarke, to your 
office : take his examination, Now neigbour Sleepy,are you 
Conſtable ? 

Thirit, A good harmelefle Conſtable, a theefe may take: 
him napping. 

Marm, An't pleaſe your worſhip , the rude Raggamuffin. ' 
comes into my houſe, cals: fordrinke; and when the Tapfter 
came With a reckoning,he broke the pot abour's head;becaulſc 
he had not a cleane Apron on, 

Val. No, beeauſc he miſreckoned me. 

Har. Whoſe fault was it, to wipegutthe ſcore? 

Ual. Not mine, Indeede I anointed the {core with butter, . * 
and the Tapſters owne dog lick't it out. 

Nic. Vncle,vncle,as ſure as my watch is loſt, this is maſter 
Valentine the Phytician, 

Grip. Oh Coz, thatirt were true, Pray' Sir, let me mooue a 
queſtion, | 

Val. You may command my anſwer Sir, yare a Juſtice, 

Grip, Were not you the man,that heald me o'the Gowt? 

Val. Troth Sir, I haue done ſo many cures, thatI forget a 
number of my patients,. Th other day I cured a Junaricke 


Cobler,, 


Colts penly run out at ſoule, when hee was giuen ore by 
the Phyficians.I let him bloud, teoke three Hen-egges,ſuck'd 
*'hem out, into theſhels I put his bloud , ſet thera vnder a 
brood-Gooſe, When ſhe had hatcht the reſt, I gaue theſe 
three putrified egges to a Dogge:the Dogge grew madde,the 
Cobler ſober. And now my memorie runs backe, I call to 
mind one of Bedford, ſ{icke of the Gowt, whom I cured. 

. Grip, Tam the man, my renowned Paracelfian; thou ſhalt 
haue the other 25. pound, Conſtable,1I diſcharge you, Office, 
Ile fee you payd: {et your recknoning on my ſcore: trouble 
me nofurther - leaue vs, leaue vs, Now my deepe (Exewnr.) 
diuer into the ſecrets of nature, I haue a cure E 
thee, more deſperate then the former, | 

Val. What is t Sir, that my Art cannot extend to ? 
Grip, The ſtone, the (tone ; I am pittifully grip'd with the 
Bonk I ha!loſtmy piſſing. F "IE 
Val. Sir, the diſcaſe is ſomewhat dangerous. 
Yet if that your expullſe.facultie 
Retaine true force, [le warrant to make you piſle, 
Imuſt awhile withdraw to ſtudy Sir, 
Now amlI puzzled : bloud, what medicine 
Should I deuiſe to do't? It muſt be violent; 
Giue him ſome Aqua-fortis; that would ſpeed him, 
Let's ſee, Me thinks--- a little Gun-powder 
Should haue ſome ſtrange relation to this fir, 
I haue ſeene Gun-powder oft driue out ſtones 
From Forts and Caſtle-walls, huger then he 
Has any in his reynes or bladder, ſure. 
Faith, cauſe I am a ſouldier, ile make triall 
Of that ſame blacke and _—_—_ Minerall, 
Tle ſhoote into his belly : if the gunne hold, 
Le giue him charge enough : ſome Aquavitz 
Firſt brewd together wouldallay it well. 
Ne ſweareto try it, if I doe not miſle, 
By a ſtrangetricke Ile make my Vſurer pifſe, 
Sir, Ile goe inand prepare for you, 
Grip, Doe ſo,Here, Thirfty, there be the Keys of the Buttry: 
E-2 attend 
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attendypon hinvgood Thrr#ty : let him/lacke nothing,as thou 
lou'ſtme.. * | 4 | 
Thirft. Tloue you Maſter, but here's a good key 7 loue 
better:* Sweerte inſtrument of my ioy, let me kiſſe thee, 'A- 
las, that thou'and I ſhould be ſuch ſtrangers, - Wee ha' bue 
one barcell : nowif that ſhould bee in my maſters diſcaſe, 
troubled with the ſtrangullion , and could not-runne ---- 
well , ifir bee not emprie , Ile giu't aſcowring. Exit, 
- Grip, Now if this rare wonder of leaches can cure mee of 
this griping, that I may haue ſome fortie or threeſcore yeares 
more to gather 1n, by that time 7 ſhall gather enoughto 
keepe mee all thereſt of my life, When a man growes vp 
to fixe or {euen ſcore, itis high time to thinke of mortalitic, 
and to take ſome eaſe. "Theſe three or foure nights T ha'bene 
haunted with Fairies : they dance abour my bed-fide , poppe 
in a peece of gold betweene the ſheeres, ſcatter here and 
there fragments of {iluer , in every corner, Tkeepe my cham- 
ber ſwept, cleane linnen, fire to warme them cuery nighe, 
1 was at firftafraide, they had beene ſpirits; now I ſee, they 
are good harmeleſſe Fairies, If I can pleaſe them, I ſhall 
row rich,rich. £54 | | 


Sonne Ihaue ſtayd for you, : þ 


Enter Beniamin. ; 

Ben, You hane done your health the more wrong, Sir, 

Grip. How doft like my-morgage ? 

Ben, It's a faire Jiuing; Sirz but I would not haue you med. 
dle with it. £ 

Grip, Why, my wiſe ſonne? 

Ben. Oh Sir, good deeds ate ſcant, 
When we aduanrage take of poore mens want, 
Pruſter's an honeſt man; Tend him fome money. without ſuch 
ſharpe lecuritie. = | 4.3, 
Grip. Not a doyt,Ifhe come to me, and conuey the morgage 
I haue it ready; els I haue no money, 
Sontie-come and ſup with me. | 

7H oo: Ben, 


Ben, 1 follow, Sir, Prepoſterous tranſuerfion of our ſelues! 
Th' erection of our faces ſhonld inftruct 
Our groueling thoughts taſcend, How do men thwart 
The teaching hand of Nature, and our birth! 
Our heads cut aire, and yet our hearts plow earth : 
Ilooke for Sager here, He's come, 


Enter $2 gcrs 


Sag, Heer's my owne caſe and counterteit by this danger- 
lefle plummet, we may ſound the depth of his more cloſe and 
intricate (tratagems, 

Bez, So wiler maſters lay ſome eaſhic baites, 

Art once to tempt and trie their ſeruants truth, 
The ſubje& for quack-faluing Empirickes 

To exerciſe their inexperience on, 

Should not be men, but malkins. 

Sag, Do you thinke, that he would doe me violence a- 
ſleepe ? would he not wake me to fome conference ? 

Ben, No, hee's a moſt ranke Coward, and I know, 

Dares not come neere thee, though thou wert aſlcepe, 
If he does ought, he'l do't by that long Engine. 
Conceale your ſelfc awhile, How fares my name ? 
How does ſhe brooke my flow-pac'd comming to her? 

Szg, Faith, in your conſtancielightens all griefe, 
She neuer heares you mention'd, but ſhe (tartles : 

Asif your name like ſome celeſtiall fire 

Quicken'd her {low-pac'd ſpirits with new life, 

I neuer knew vertue and beauty meete 

In a more happy mixture, Iremouez: Exit. 

Ben, 1 loue her freely :ſhee's to me as thayre, 

Her beauty is beſt and bleſt, whoſe ſoule is faire, 
The Wolfe is come. 


F 3: Enter 


Enter Bromley with a fowling piece, 


Brow, Good cuening to you Sir, 
Ben, My wiſh requite you, 
You walke to haue a ſhoot, Sir : I depart, 
I would be loth to preiudice your ſport. 
Brom. Saw you not Mr Sager, Sir, of late ? 
This is his walke - I would faine ſpeake with him, 
Ben, Why would you ſpeake with him ? 
Brom, Sir, for no harme, 
Ben, 1 do not thinke you meane it z but you know, 
hee''s valiant like a Lyon : if crofle words ſhould ſtirre your 
blouds to quarrell -- Sir,take heed, Hee'l be toe hard for you, 
and your long weapon, 'This medow is his cuening walke, 
Farewell to you Sir, Exit Ben, 
Brom, Good night M, Beniamin; you need not doubt me, 
If I could meet him at th'aduantage now, 
He is the Fowle I'd ſhoot at, His life done, 
The Farme is mine, Oh ye, wheſe hopes depend, 
Like lingring ſhadowes, on anathers end, 
Whar need you waite with patience natures leaſure, 
When ſuch an engine can ſoone work your pleaſure? 
Tarry : yonder's a man -- now by his habite 
It ſhould be Sager. What? and faſt aſleepe ? 
Wiſh'd opportunity to my reuenge. 
Ile kill him ere he wakes, Stay, grant he ſhould 
In this vnbeaten medow lately act 
Some horrid finne, pleaſe his adulterous luſt - 
I ſhould then with his body ſtrike his ſoule , 
And finke them both together, Reaſonno further 
Thou chiding conſcience, See, the Fates haue plac't 
Him fit for vengeance : enemie, ſleepe thy laft. 
Hee's Planet-ſtrucke, falne downe : now to my Farme, 
He that would riſe, muſt thanke his wit or arme, 
Oh but my murder! piſh, who cuer ſtood Exit. 
In fortunes height, without ſome touch of blood? 
Enzer 


Enter Beniamin and Sayer at ſenerall wayes, 


Ben. This I diuin'd, Sag. Happy preuention ! 
Bey, Goe, thou deſpairing wretch, and forthy will, 
Ten thouſan iwords ſhall thy vex'd conſcience kill. 
'T was a vaine blow to ys, and no bloud fpilr, 
Not leſle in thy intention is thy guilr, 
This Clergy-habite which you haue aſſum'd, 
Make good awhile for your ſuppoſed death 
Allow his tyrannie free ſcope: liue cloſe: 
Till time ſhall ripen thoſe events, we ſtriue 
To build on this vile ground. Hold, ther's my key : 
Into my chamber; 1 ſup atmy fathers, Exit Sager, 
What, come againe? Enter Bromley, 
Brom, I cannot be at reſt ; /muſt needes ſee, 
If this late murdered corps remoued be, 
Some gold I haue put vp in this Portmantua : 
IfI ſhould be purſu'd, this may relicue me, 
Ay me! the bodi's gone : ſure it's reueal'd : 
Murder from heauens eye cannot be conceal'd. 


Whar ſhall / doe? fit downe : lye there,my gold. 


Enter Nice, and Thirſty, on either ſide,crying So ho. 


Nic, Holla, Coufin Beaiamin, So ho ho. Thir, Ohho ho. 
Brom, Oh me, the Countrie's vp, what ſhall I do? (excwrrit.. 
Bey, This foole hath frayd him. 
Oh guilt! how haſt thou made 
Cowherd of man to fly athis owne ſhade! 
Now Couſin Nice, what holla you for ? 
Nic. You had necd of abelltoring you in, Yourfather 
has ftayd ſupper for you this houre, 
Ben, Come then, let's walke on 
mantua? 
Nic, Oh, oh, donot touch it ; it's yvenome. 
| Ben, Why my wiſe Couſin ? why are you ſo timorous? 


Nuce 


what's here aPort- 


Nic. Oh itlies there for a wager: there be theeues about ir. 

Take heed Couſin ; Ifound a Portmantua once, and loſt all 

the money in my purſe, Fly, fly Exit. 
Zen, Are you gone? Well, I ſee now,hee that will be wiſe 

by Calender, ſhall be a foole by deftinie, 

Sure, this is Browleys budget, and has gold 

P ut vp for his eſcape: 'tis ſo by th'wei ght, 

Itfalls into my hands moſt luckily : 

For I haue need of caſh in theſe occaſions. 

Yet Ile repay t againe : my honeſtic 

Shall be his friend, whoſe feare was friend to me, 

Oh, in this glafſe my repreſented ſoule 

Stands manifeſt ro my impartiall eye , 

Ye neauens rayne ſhowers of mercy on my fins : 

Leſt where my pleaſure ends my wo begins, 


A. Quart. 


Enter Vafters Wife. 


zife, FI Vone faſter, ye dulllegges of motion, 
That time may follow with a ſwifter paſe, 
Let wanton Epicures wiſh you creeple-limbes, 
Inſatiate with the ryot of their ioyes ; 
And chide the hafty forwardneſle of day, 
That will not dance attendance on their play. 
My ſpirits wrought vpon with tedious woes, 
Thinke that each hourelingring and lazy goes, 
Impartiall fates, how you delude our thoughts ? 
Guiding euents to their determin'd ends, 
Whether our ſtrength with or againſt contends, 
Whether the paſſenger wake, or fleepe his fill, 
The waue and wind-mor'd veſſell goes on ſtill, 
Paticnce then hearr! they do not valour know, 
| That weary faint, but who can ſuffer woe, 
Who's this? Enter Rob, Vaſter with the Letter, 
Rob, By your leave, Miſtris Sorrow, 
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wife, Right, th haſt hic my name, 

Yet cleare of finne, my forrow has no ſhame, 

Rob, Thaue letters from Mr, Bex, Gripe. 


Tis hard, a mother muſt noc owne her ſonne, 


A chill diſquiet troubles my ſoft peace, 
Agd runs like a cold feurr through my bloud. 
I'm very ficke of fomewtint, Oh tis then 
Errour, the ficknefſe in 2!} winds of men, 
But chat I know her abſence giues her dead, 
T would ſweare it was my mocaci. las yaine thoughts, 
How you would flatter me ! 
Wife. --- Your prouident friend, Beziamin Gripe. 
L eaue out that Gripe - it's an vnproper name; 
Cannot-denominarte thee for ſuch a creature, 
A name can neucr conſtitute a nature, : 
If bleſſed mankinde haue a Phextx left ; 
And vice of that good hath not time bereft z 
In this degenerate worlds apoftacie; 
The plurall number's loſt : that one is hee,'=---Sonne 
Rob. Llid ſhe calls me Sonne, 
Wife, That word's oreflipt, 
How eaſily loue is in her language trip. 
Sonne--- of compelling nature not forbeares ; 
Paiion muſt vent it ſelfe in ſpeech or teares. 
Doſt thou not know me ? 
Kob, Yes: this teſlifie, 
Ihegge your bleſsing on my humbled knee, 
7 fe, Riſe with heauen's benediction, 
R-h_ * ines my Father ? 
'15/e, Gueſſe by my greefe and filence, 
Rob, Vault my doubts 
Wrapne me in turther maze. My father dead? 
My oth or Jinn os in 113 ENcINICS houſe? 
Lers fivdy, Oc hane heard rey iother mone, 
Tnat this fame we mans luſt had him yniloue, 


” ith. 
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Wife, They re welcomc, (poore boy howam I vndone { 


Rob. Sure I ſhould know that face and language too, 


This 
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This gives ſtrong faith, Why ſhould ſhee els liue here, 
But ro ſome ſuch yile end ? By heauen-tis cleare, 
Oh that this ſappe, which my life feedes vpon, 
Did not confeſſe a deriuation_ 
From that corrupted trunke! Well, I will force 
Nature runne backe with a prepoſterous courſe. 
He faſhion a forgetfull lunacie, 
That ere I was her ſoone. But on my ſoule, 
Not touch her with leaſt hurt,--Woman come hither, 
iſe, Woman! Deare Robin, not thy mother? bleſſe mee, 
Why doſt thou gripe me thus ? Oh ſome blacke ſtorme 
Is riſing on thy brow. | 
Rob, Storme ? No, tis thunder. Can you read this? 
Wife, Yes, 1 can. ſpell't too well. It ſpeakes my death, 
dceare ſonne 
Rob, Come, come; forget . . 
Theſe filiall rights, and Natures atttibutes, 
Prepare your alf LO=o=n—n—— 
wife, What ? Oh deſperate child ; 
Oft haue thy bended knees with a juſt dutie 
Kiſs'd the cold earth, to begge my prayers to heauen, 
For thy proſperity : oft defird forgiuencſle 
Ofthy wild infant-errors. Oft baue theſe 
Borne thee with ſoft indulgence : but now,ſee, 
A wofull mother bends her humble knee 
To her incenſed ſonne; not to conſerue | 
This fleſh from death,but thy black ſoule from hell : 
Th'vnſcaped dungeon, where all Parricides dwell. 
Thinke: if thy ſpirits be not growne mad and wild, 
Pitiea mother kneeling to her child, 
Rob. I'm deafer then an Viurer to your mones.. 
{ muſt, like Nero, ſeetheplacelI bredin, 
Be briefe in anſwere: did you ncuer wrong 
my fathers nupriall bed, Wife, Neuer, 
Rob, Take heede. 
Clogge not that breſt with more fingthat muſt bleed, 
Speake truth and faue your ſoule. 
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Lye you not here to ſatiate his luſt, 
That robb'd my father ? ſpeake, or y'are but duſt. 

Fife, No on my ſoule, | 

Rob, Now on thy ſoule thoulyeſt, 
Confeſle,be plaine,or without pawſe thou dyeſt, 

Wife, Helpe, heauens or men, within, breake open dove. 

Emter Benia, Valentine,Gripe, Nice, Thirſty, 

Ben, What prodigie's this? 

VVife. Nothing Sir,alas nothing :*twas but my feare. 

Ben, It is my {cruant Sir ; he meant no ill, 

Grip, Sonne, ſonne , howſocuer he ſerues you, I'm ſure he 
does not ſerue God, Without queſtion , he would haue ra» 
uiſh'd her, 

Thir, He would haue refreſh'd her, Sir, 

Grip, Speake widow, is 't not true? --away with him, 
Couſm Vice, make his mittimms, | 

wife. It's not amiſle to let him feele ſome ſmart. 

His life they cannot touch : what his offence 
Deſerues in heauens,ftri& iuftice, mercy pardon. 
Parents learne this in tendring Childrens ſtate : 

Too much indulgence is not loue but hate, | 

Nc. Sure his complexion doth not giuc it: let me ſee your 
hand, Sir, | 

Rob, Will you feele it, Sir? Frikes him, Excunt. 

Ben. (Sonne offer violence to the mother?) ſtrange! 
Till I can ſound this myſterie of ill, 
Ie tothe priſon and relieue him ſill, Exit, 

Gripe, You will be gone Mr, Valentine; but I hope you wil 
yifit me ſhortly againe. 

Val. Before you looke for me, Sir, --- if all fall right, 
I'vowe to viſite you againe this night, Exit, 

Grip. Ha widow !I am cleere of the ſtone now. 

wife. The leſſe able to do a widow pleaſure, Sir, 
Grip. Tut, wench, I meane the diſeaſe, the diſcaſe. 
7ife, (No Sir : you haue a worſe diſeaſe behind:) 
The body hath no fickneſſelike the mind, 
Gripe, Try me, ſweet, I'm lixe alecke, tzough Lhauc 
2 a gray 


: 
—- 


Cee _ 
I _ 


- — - — - o — - -_ - —_ 
bf a - ww — <r_ a _ => _—  — — ——_— _ : ——_———— : —_ 
ww —— * —_— - — _— wm ww ao ww 1. _ _ _ 
woug ior ed ea 2. —_—_— — ——_ un=—__ : 
— —_— —— - ns Ear gs on nom om cr oo ns ad —_— 
LL i SS . —_— 
OOTY OO DPI PPP TRE WHITE MT TT TOTOUGIT On ETOP ag Te Vo TU ye To IOET RT _ oO 


. af” , 
” . 


a gray head, 1 haue  greene--wut ? wut be my medicine for 
the tone? when? when ? X | 

Wife, When you hauc married meI will be your wife, 

Gr:pe, Piſh: firft make triall how thou likeft me : there is 
no wit, co marry before experience, 

1/iſe, Y our houſe Sir, is toopublike, 

Grip, Hold, ther's the key of my cloflet. Be thine owne 
pandar for conuayance, I mult receiue alittle money : profit 
is aboue pleaſure ;;about ten | 

wif. Good Jucke direct my hands vnto the morgage, 
That found, it or my witte or [trength hoid racke, 

I haue a medicine Sir, to coole your backe, Exit, 

Gr:p. Las poore wench : now ſhee''s got into my Cloſſer, 
ſhe hugges her hopes, as a Polititian bis ayery plotte , and 
cryes a prize, a prize, She ſhall be double cony-catch'd, Wel, 
it growes Fairy-time, Oh the fine dapper laddes, how they 
friske about my chamber: when at every ſtep.heredroppes a 
grote, there a teſton, Many drops make a floud. Sure, I'm 
ſome wonderfull honeſt man, that they loue me thus, I muſt 
to bed, Tarry, how then ſhall I keepe,touch with the widow? 
That, Ile fr downe in wy chaire, and faine my felfe in a ſlum- 
ber. Oh'twill be a golden waking dreame, 


Enter Vaſter, Valentine, ( rfew, like Fai ries, dancing 
antickes : pinching Gripe, as they 
4 /[e by him + 


Oh-oh-th'are angry, Would I were rid of 'hem, Oh--ſweet 
ſpirit --oh -- doe not terrific mee thus. What haue I done to 
prouoke you ? 
Vaſt, Confeſle thy finnes, Th' haſt ſome wench ina cor= 
ner. 
Grip. 1 haue, I haue--oh-- but Ile not meddle with her, . 
Vait, Whiles thy houſe wascleanly ſwept, 
And thy conſcience chaſtly kepc : 
Neat linnen, fire and water rcady - 
And thy purpolc good and ſicady > | 
Whiles 


-. 


Whiles thou neuer ſentſt the poore 
Vnrewarded from thy dooie. 
Whiles thou waker.dit with the chimes, 
Becauſe thou wentſt to bed betimes, | 
We brought thee wealth; bur twas in vaine: 
For now we'll fetch it backe againe, 
Come deliuer the keys of your trunkes, 
Grip. Oh theeaes, you1l robbe me,you'll vndoe me, 
<A No, Gowrtic bliſter, well bind thee, vndoe thee, who 
vill - 
Val Oper tl yiawes thon yawning ſepulcher: 
Here is a morſe] for an Viurer, - Gagoe him, 
Vaſt. A pecce of Cheeſe of the. Low-country Dairies, 
This is the vſuall diet of the Fairies. 
Carf. Now we wilhrip the lining of thy trunkes, 
Better the Fairics hauc it then thy punkes, 
Val. Lucke more,then we can carry , hath afſignd vs, 
Curf. Each horſe his lode: we'l leaue the reſt behind vs. 
Thou greedy Panther, Va!. Sauage Wolte, YVaft.Man-cater. 
Thou tertting Canker, Val{.Comons horſleech. (#r.Cheater 
Vaſt, Whoſe belly has iuſt cauſe ro ſue an ation 
Oftreſpaſle, gainſt thy couetous Juſts exaction: 
For detinic of many hundred meales, 
Which it from others, and thy ſelfe too,ſteales, | 
The Gowt. . Y/2l. The Drophie, - Curf. Collicke, Lunacie, 
Like Sprites and Faigies haunt thy company. 
And as thou gap'ſt now, let ſome Batte or Owle 
Spet backewardsi'thy mouth. 
Vaſff,No more, Ifthoy do not 
Repent,reſtore,turne good,fit till thou rot, 
Val. What does V urie fticke in thy teeth? ſpet out, Dog, 
Ipet out, Now thou gap'ſt for a morgage. Dolt? 
Vaſt. Faxe-ill.To thoſe that aske how came this euill, 
Giue anſwer thus : The Fairies robd the Diuc1l. WAP 
Grip. Oh---Obh---Oh. }. Exennt, 
| 'S 3 Enter 
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The Honeſt Lanyer. 


Enter Bromley, Nice, Vaiters wife. 


Bro, Ho maſter Gripe? what,your chamber doore ope thus 
carely? how now, bound? gagg'd? what rogues ha'bene here? 

Nc. Speake to mee vncle, ſpeake: the gagge's out, 

Grip, Saue the gagge. Iwill hang the whole ſhire , but Ile 
find 'hem. Iugglers, Fairies, incarnall ſprites! My money,my 
heart, my guts , my ſoule Let me curſe my ſelfe into the 
ground, and ſaue a Dirge, Run, cry, ride, charge the Conſta- 
bles with 'hem, 

Brom, Where be they, Sir? 

Grip.Gonc to the Diucll.Runne to a Coniurer, caſt mea fi- 

ure, 
, Nic. Oh,Sir,all the Coniurers are o their owne trade, A 
miſchiefe on't, I thought there was ſome ſcuruy luck towards; 
the Crickets did fo cry ith' Ouen yeſterday, And this veric 
houre,as we came in, there was an Owle whoo-whooping in 
thertop of the chimney: and iuſt at the threſhold, maſter Brone 
{cy here ſtumbled Signes,fignes, 

Grip. Plucke downe the {1gnes, Ile vndo all the Innes in the 
towne : they harbour the theeues, 

Brom, Y ou ſaid they were Fairies, 

Nic.Now in linceritie,I heard a great ratling of chaines. 

rWiſe.(This makes mee wonder ! fucha robbery, and I not 
heare it? | 

Brom. Come bridle vp this furie, What will you ſay,ifI can 

roduce you the plotter , abbettor,or at leaſt acceſlary to this 
villanie ? What if the pick-locke can open the cheſt of all this 
Nratagem? 

Grip.”'Las,poore widdow, ſhe was faſt,I warrant you. 

Brom. No,ſhe was looſe I warrant you:how could we haue 
got in, if ſhe had not open'd the dore? Your couitin Vice and I 
came from a hurly-burly ith Jaile, Your ſonnes man bas broke 
from his keeper. And as we were comming, wee met this wo- 
man verie ſupitiouſlly {tealing our, 

Wife. My heart miſgaue me thus:this diuels tongue 
Would worke my miſdeem'd innocence ſome wrong. 


Grip, 


Grip.No more words,Couſin,neighbor,take herto thenext 
Tuſtice.I muſt not deale,in my owne buſineſſe, Let her bee 
examin'd ſoundly, ſoundly:ſ{ent to rhe Tayle,roundly,roundly, 
wife, Sir,l beſeech you, 
Grip. No raore,Do not you know, I know you for a whore! 
Away with her, I will not heare her ſpeake. 
My gold, wy (iluer--Oh my heart will breake, Exit, 
Brom,Come, will you walke? Ile lcade, widdow, come you 
next, Maſter Nice,you ll follow. 
Nic. As cloſe,as beggery followes drunkenneſle, 
Let me ſee your hand, widdow--Oh the caſe is cleare, 
A yellow ſpot doth on your hand appeare, 
Gather vp your heeles, widdow - Iuſtice S#rly dwels hard by. 


Enter Robert Vaſter, 


Rob, How now? my mother guarded*with two rogues? 
Sword, thou didſt faine to kill her--but-- Sirrah-. you--deliuer 
me this woman, or Ile make thy yellow ſtarch'd face ſerue me 
for a cut-worke band, 

Brom,Oh Sir, y'are well met ; you broke from the Iayle laſt 
night. Apprehend him maſter Nice, 

Nic.Tam ſomewhat dainty and ſhy on him, Sir, He lookes 
vile ſharpe on't, 

Brom, Lethim looke as ſharpe,as an Apparitors nailes, 
we'll blunt him I warrant ye.Sirrah, I charge you ſtand.! 

Rob. Sirrah, you ſ{ceI ſtand charg'd already. Will you haue 
me run * 

Brow, Oh helpe,helpe--- Exit, 

Nzc. Hold, hold,I ha'not made my will. 
Rob. No matter for thy prayers; diſpatch it quickely then, 
Nc. You'l giue me leaue, Sir, tomake my will. Rob. Yes. 
Nc. Then my will is--to runne away, Exit, 
wif. Thankes,ſonne;but now do you not, like the Lion, 
Saue the diftrefſed Lambe from the Wolfes pawes, 
For ſacrifice to his owne bloudie jtawes? 
Reb, Deare mother, pardon; be ſecure-.- 
Enter 
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Emer Bromley, Nice, Beniamin, Sager diſpniſed, Anne Vaſter, 


Brom.This way,this way:here--Oh haue we found you? 

Ben, How do theſe milchictes flutter in thicke heapes! 
And cloud my vnderſtanding from the light, 

I look'd the Sunne ſhould ſhine, find it darke right 
I cannot ftand texamine circumſtances. 
Now maſter Bromley, whither are you bound? 

Brom. Your father gaue ys charge to haue the widdow 
To maſter Iaſtice Szriy's; he ſuſpects her 
To haue ſome hand i'th robberie tonight. 

Sir it concernes you; he has loſt 300. pound, 

Ben, Vmmh, My father robd? the widdow charg'd with ir? 
Her {onne vniayld himſelfc?thele are harſh turnes. 
Well,go you two before, prepare the Iuſtice, 

You haue my word far their appearance.Go, Exeunt,Br.Nic. 
VViddow, and Robir,now here's none but friends: 
Youlgiue me leaue to wonder at theſe ends, 

Of that anone. 

Meane time I here preſent you with a gift, 

Dearer to me,then is the Sunne to carth, 

So; narrow vp your paſſions for a ſpace; 

H'you the morgage-deeds? giue them my hands. 
Yer the ſucceflc on my invention tans, 

Mother, and brother, {ſo I hope your titles)! 

My ſelfe, and friend here, whom you do not know, 
VVill baile you both.That done,Thaue an Inne, 


New vyovd cf Yennant: there dwell all rogether, 


d ,” - . 
My friendihip to the power ſhall pledge your faith, 
Mcaſure good decds by what man would, nothath, E©xeunt 


4 
Enter Griffin, 


Griff, VVhat Damn'd tortune's this,that T cannot ſmell out 
theſe thceues ? I would tweare them to the Gallous , 25 well 
a5 they {wore me out of my moncy, An oath hike a ſtrong 
<rarzac,ſhould coniure their neckes into the circle of a rope. 
Enter 
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Enter Bromley, Beniamin. 


Oh,here comes my fellow-Patient ; wee both tookePhylicke 
together; purg'd,purg d:but Zhaue a cordiall for him, . Saue 
you,brother 4p ins, good newes.It's repor- 
ted,that Sager s dead, _ AR 
Brom..Dead? Ile go take pofleſſion preſently.” 
Ben, Do not with too ſtrict rigour exerciſe your power on 
his diſtreſſed family. "I 
Brow. My time 1s come,I will notloſe an houre, 
Grif. It's iuſt, that.cuery nan ſhould take /hisowne. . 
Bey. Sir, you ſpeake law,norcharitie;He thatwill :o | » 
| Be nothing more then iuft; is vniuſt Rill, - Mk 
Wo to that quited {oule,to whom fromheauen 
All iuſtice,avd no mercie ſhallbe giuen, 5/11. 1 ll ns 
Your mercy to the widdbw,tothe Orphans; :o 110 Y nw 
 Brozs, As much asa Puritanhasypon a:good feaſt, *'\? 
Ben, Well--let me tell you this --Sager 15 dead... -: - 
So flies report, borne on preſumptions wings, - [ 19361 
But how'he dy'd,that acrie bird not ſings. 
Kild--butby whom--waight deeply--l muſt hence, 
The muttring's ſtrong--leoke to your conſcience, Secedit 
Grif. How's this?*kild?*--muttering?and conſcience? Looke, 
his' ghaſtly melancholy points him out for the murderer; As 
ſure ,as'a hatte-brinkes puld downe' declares a'cuckold , this 
darkenefſe diſcouers him, - <7! '/* IA 7 3 1214 229 20 
BroLam'ayillairig v1 NON 190 037900! 

- Grif. Tell him thaeknowesitnot, + 
Brom My narrow heart cannot be-capable -- Pn Oh 
Of this hiige butke'of ſorrow. Jt miiſtour,”' -/ 2 
Nowz;o whoſe boſomie better thenmy friends?” 7 

This hand kild Sager, Grif. How? ' | 
Brow, Nay, doyout worft.”: -- 4d So 
Twas but chance medleyzaccidentall laughter. 
Intending wrthimyPecce to-trike a'fowle, © 
Againſt my will the cocke-went downe,and he --  * | 
| H Stood 
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Stood in deaths way, It was his deftinie, 
But Griffin, barke you-- let nor your totigue ſtirre, 
Donot I know you for aforgerer ? 
And mofe=-yourwot=-ter not your tongue be looſe, 
» Ben, Thusare two:Foxes catch'd in one poote tooſe, 
Exit Ben, 

Griff. Our guilt ſhall bind our ſecrecie, who liues 
An vnſuſpeRtedyillaine; winks at others 
Vnlawfult deeds ,to teach their cye-lids how 
To winke at his---Shall we go to our new Hoſtice? 

Brom, Where? who? 

Griff. For your where, at the Maiden-head , a good likely 
place.For your who:the widdow that old Grjpe (EnterWife 
{uſpeRs for the robberyzbut young Gyipe hath renanted to his 
Inne, Maſle, ſhe-preuenes vs. Widdow, we were comming. 

Wife. Pray' Gentlemen walke in;you ſhall haue attendance. 

Brom, Your company, ſweetewwddow, Wer 

7ife. 1le'inot belongtromyou,Sir, Exennt. 
Oh,ſfome retiring fromthis houſe of finne, 

Fate! I was neuer bred to keepe an Inne, 


Enter (urſew Vultotiie «fthemſelnes Vater difſgnis'd, 


More cuſtomers? that which all Innes would ſee; 
Great ſtore'of gueſts:this is.aplague'to me. oil 
Va#t, Y onder's mine Hoſtice.No w.the water's s oh we-- 
cannot get ouer ta the Abbey,itis our ſecureſt courleto-com- 
mit the money to her cuſtodie, Ifany ſcarchfhould-bemade, 
and theſe tokens found abaux.vs,we are all dead men: there's 
not ſo much mercie in Gripe;as-in the Plague, | "i 
Carf. Agreed. Widdow,we haue ſome money to,pay ito's , 
Londoner in Bedford here; and-he's not yet come £$0,recems - 
it, Will you locke it vp ſafe forvs? Ii Eered £50 
Val. But heare you? Deliuer it not to any one of ys, Except 


all three demand it together, keepe ir ſtill, 


Vaſt. Helpe her to beare it ingand ſee tlayd yp, - Exonns 
Zlid, my wife takes degrees;ſhe xiſes fairely. f 


Iſfold herhither whore ſome trickesto do... '- | 
Now ſhe's turn d whore,and Bawd,and Hoſtice too. 
Stand cloſe deare wits,and ſhadow me dif, guiſe. 

She caſt me downe,and by her fall lexiſe, 
Husbands that loue your honour as yourlife; 


Learne now to be reueng'd,on afalſe wife, Enter wife, 


wif, Your friends expect you Sir. 
Vat. Sweet, I would go; 
But here's a charming beauty , that ſayes no. 
Will yau walke off a little=-to the meddow? 
I haue atiny bufinefle with you, widdqw 2? 
Wife, W hat is your will, Sir? I'm in haſte; be ſhort, 


Vaft.The thing thou worſt on, halfe aminuteviports 


wif. Forbeare, libidinous Groome, - 

Uaſi. Groome? I'ma man, | 

And can do, Hoſtice , what another can, 

Come,ſhall I ſpeake in gold,and ation? | 
if. Be damn'd,incbantergwithithy golden ſpelss, 

Thou QibE gem can buy luſt,when nothing els. 

Yet Idoloue thy.ſoule,Think,ethinke, how deare, 

A nioments ioy is bought with endleſle feare, 

How ill the fleſh teales his yniuſt delight, 

When the ſoule ſuffers an erernall night, _ 

Flatter thy glowing hopes with heate no more, | 

Be not deceiu'd; thy Hoſtice is nowhore, | 


Uafe. So:{poke my out-fide braue; did my rich huske 


Allow me impudent; and my vudown'd chinne. 

Promiſe my bloud vnſuck'd out by this finng, + ,.., 

You would runne madde on-me. (264 IE 
Wif. Sooth, thou much erreſt. 

I neuer ſaw that perſon (except one, 


Who iuſtly claim'd my loue,now dead .and gone)... 


In whoſe embracements#I would ſoonerlocke the:trezſure 


my heart. . Vaſt. Now,now,ſhe's commige. 


F , 


s of 


Wif. If you had mou'd my eares wich achaſtſuire, I ſhould 


haue liftn'd. UVa#, Braue! ſhe's mine already, 


Wif, I cannot loue theenow, Pa No ?WHf. No, I ca 
2 


nnor 
CON= 


conceiue a good thouphtof thee, Yaſh. No? 1/fThate the” 
V "i HeebMilnds dandy, ff Wy ets Tl. 

Ile coniure youfotithis,'Come, will you loue me? 

Or no matter for your lout;will you tie with me? 

Doe,or lic alone ith meddow'here, I ſhall leaue 

ting eyes for the Crowesto picke out, 
wif, Defend me goodnefle. 

Va5t.,WhiRlle not ſo lowd, leſt I'cyt your pipe;Come on; 
Y/if.Honour or life how Thall Ifaue you both? © - *1;0 

Sir, I ſhall ſpoyle you; 1] ha'bene long a ſinner, 

A common finner,Sir, attd am not ſound -::* 

You cannot ſcape infetion,if you touch me. 

aft. Humblthe poxe,fay: you?well you! notreueal&me,7 +} 
Wife,You nced not,Sir:diftruſt my filence, Wrongs "DAY 

That {cape heauens hand, need not fearemortall tongs, © '- 

Th's world's turn'd Bedlam, rating,deſperate-badde, 

It ftagger'd drunke before;nowitruns.mad.. ' 

More cuſtomets?'--* Eaey 6/d Gripe and Beniamin, AL 
Ben,B ut, Sir,refpe& your life; your conſcience, !. {1 
Grip. Thou ſaiſt well, for ty tife.But for my'conſcience,' 

Tis like a Surgions,that-takes money for letting out blood. 

Thinke o'my morgage.; 7 
Ben, Vpon my life, he! lil her.”O preſutyption, 

How doſt thou dafegheiutnsTuftice? I muſt ſtudy | 

To interpoſe prevention, Sir, I'm your ſorne: 

This breſt you gaue me,and Te Rill conſerne it, 

Afaithfull cloſett6locke'yp yourſecrets. ; | 

How will you trike?Piſtoll her? Grip.No: that ſpeakes 

Like an obſtreperous Aduocate;tooloudz” + +: | 

In th'cares of juſtice. Murder,like your Teſuite, 

Should whiſper death in filence--fleeping filence, 
Ben, lapprehend ir,poyſon; Sir, Ile buy:you 

A ſpeedy porion; ' -Grip. Not too deare;good ſonhe, 

I would not hat too'dearezmy inony's gone. 

Two peny-wootth'of Rats-bane,w'haue experience, 

W'll do't; do't throughly. ' Bey, Te prouide it,Six. 

lte be your Apothecarie; but by no meanes - 


your temp. 


Mini. 


Miniſter it my ſelfe, You muſt do thar, Sir: 
I cannot doe you better ſeruice, Rare! 
Then bring my father to the Galhouſe, Exter, 
Be petulant, and-let your wanton mirth, 
Giue you forgetfull of all wrong, 

Gripe, Come widow, I forgiue thee now : I hope thou't 
forgiue me too, I'm come to drinke downe all malice, 

rife, Pray * Sit,lead the way, lle follow, Exit Grip, 
Looke yp, dearefriend : whar thus deieCts you ? 

Ben, Wonders, miracles -- / muſt needs poyſon thee. 
Be not diſmay'd, my poyſon ſhall not hurt thee-; 


Letcll thee all, Enter V after in haſte, 
Vaſt. Hoſtice,Pray helpe me to the money quickly, [muſt. 
pay't inſtantly. 7Vife. You ſhall Sir. Sxennt. 


Vaſt.*So, ifmy new-borne plors hold conftant life, 
Ile cheate my theeues, but aboucall;my wife. Enter Wife & 
Thanke you, good Widow, Youth,tel the Rob. with money, 
Gentlemen I'm gone to tender the money. Bid Exit Rob. 
'hem be merry and continue their healths, Ile take my round, 
when I come againe, Farewell Oftice, Exit, 
Wife. Y'are welcome Sir, Enter (urfew,Valentine, Robin. 
Val. Gone, ſayſt thou ? and with the mony? fire and gun- 
owder ! how are we blowne vp? (rf. Preitie handſome ! 
al. Oftice ---- Rob, Goodleach, ſtand further off: your 
breath's too violent; | 
Cwrf. Did we not charge you not to deliuerthe money, but 
to vs all three togerher ? | 
Rob. Maſle,tis true . How forgetfully are we cheated ? 
Val. You are a coozening woman, Rob, You doel!ye! 
Cyrf. Keepe the peace. Oftice, you'l make it good to ys, 
three hundred pound, a pretry competent ſumme. 
Val. Furies and Fiends! wits, you dofairly ftriue. 
Carf. Ithoughrtthis faiery mony would nere thriue, Exext 
Ben, I haue fied all this roguerie. Enter Ben, 
Cheare, Widow : let not ſorrow make thee ſicke. 
Perhaps, lle catch the knaues at their owne tricke, Ent, Thir, 
Thir.So ho-my maſter's turn'd Reueller, I neuer loſt my name 


H 2 ſince 


fince I came into his ſtaruice, till now, Vek! a miracle, Iam 
not Thrrſty. | Enter Nice. 

Ben, Now my wiſe kindred, why looke you ſo pale? 

Nic, O,lle put off my wedding, I will not for all Bedford 
marry to morrow., Bey, No? why? 

Nic, O, my Vncle reaching for a Cup, ouerthrew the ſalt 
towards me -- towards me, O tis ominous. 

Ben, The falling of a falt keep thee from mariage! well, I 
haue a ſtrange medicine, of quick cure to this conceited fick- 
nefle, Robin, fetch me ſome wine. Coz, how doſt feele thy 
ſelfe? 

Thir, Hee ſhakes as if he had the gurning « 

Nic. Perplexed Couſin, perplexed, 1 had rather a good 
Lordſhip had faine toward me. 

Bez., Tut man, alt ſeaſons all things; fiſhor fleſh, 

And troth, thou need it : for thy witte 's bur freſh. 
"Here bloud,]I drinke to thee. 

Thir, Now could I dance like a Dutch Froe: my heeles are 
as light as my head. 

Nic. OhT recant. Couſin, T will marry. 

Ben, What meant you Sir, to ſpill the wine ypon him ? 

Rob, "Twas a miſchance Sir. Nice. No : it was good hap. 
Tis a good f(igne, thaue wine fpilt in ones lappe: 

This makes amends for theſalr, Sir. 

Ben, Ithought this docke would fetch your nettle out. 

I ſee, ſmall wind turnes a fooles mill about, Let's goe, £xear. 

Wife. Y onder comes my P hylician and his potion, 


Enter Gripe., 


Grip, T haue here twopapers : one of ſugar, and that's for 
my ſelfe : another of over be that's for my Oſtice, Let me 
be right-right, I ſhould make faire worke , if I were miſta- 
ken now. Ha widow ! th' art a Churle- a very chutrle, that 
would(t not keepe companie with thy gueſts, I ha' brought 
_ a cup of wine here : health and bloud to thee, {weete 
Widow. 


Rob. 
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Rob. A miracle : An Vſurer drunke at's owne coft, 

Gripe, There's a whole cup for thee : pledge mee chucke, 

| Nay tarry, tarry : thou muſt haue ſugar to't; women loue 

{weet things, I know. So,off with't bottome and all: the dee- 
er the ſweeter, Ha Oftice, my ſonne ſhall giue thee a leaſe 

of thine Inne, . 

Wife. 1 would hee could grant mealcaſeof my life : for 1 
grow.fick fir, Robin, looke in, Exit Rob, 

Gripe, (Excellent rarteſ-bane) it workes already, Widow, 
dolt remember fince thou waſt in my ſtudie ? and yfaith what 
foundſt there ? 

Wife. Nothing, but what Lleft behinde me , Sir. I'm ve- 
ry ficke. 

Gripe, (lle nere truſt poyſon els,) This cottons wel yet, No 
ſooner dead , but my ſonne ſhall ceaze on all the goods. 
Search the coffers for my morgage. If it be loſt, yet now ſhee' 
keepe counſel]. 

Wife. Thiswine hath made me thirſty, I'm not well. 

Gripe. Hye thee to bedde and ſweat, A little pofſer with 
two-penny worth of horſe-ſpice. O tis excellent to put one 
into a ſweat. Farewell widow, Ext, 

Wife. So'I'm recouerd now : thy abſence curesme. 
O earth! thou center of the world and finne ; 
Tity Paradiſe is loſt : th'art only now 
A larger ſtable, where all vices dwell. 
Did not the Sur ne ſhine, T ſhould thinke thee hell. 

Enter Vaſter. 

Lucky! here comes the cheater. Sir, the money is aske for by 
the Gentlemen, your friends : They threaten to arreſt me,bur - 
I hope fir,you'l be my quittance. 

Uaſt, Yes : on this condition. - 
Let me enioy thy loue on this ſoft ground : 
Ile pay it backe, were it three hundred pound: 
Stirre not : this chargeth you : are you not content ? 
Come, with a filenr Liffe ſeale your conſent. 

Wife. Sir, you know:my diſcaſe. I'm dangerous: 


Vait. The poxe? O Thaue knowne Longer: too long g y : 
afraid 


l ”w 'F, . 


afraid ofthe poxe, Come, will you vnlocke ?I ha'the golden 
key, Ifnot, Ile to Virginia, like ſome cheating Bankrout, 
and leaue my Creditour ith'fuddes, You know the Iayle, Ha 


you neuer bin hir'd to yawle for the whole priſen ? and whule 
ro the paſſengers ? 


rife. Sorcerer, thy circle cannot hold me, 

Vaſt, No, I would haue yours holde mee, Come, will you 
fadpe ? 

Wife, Not, if thou killt me : not if thy murderous hand 
Could put me to adeath, (like Teſuites poiſon) 
Ten yeeresa dying, YVaft, No? you will repent, 

Wife, So wilt thou-neuer ; take my carcaſe,flaue : 
Whiles there's a ſoule within, no luſtfull hand 
Did or {hall euer touch ir, Ya#ft.,Politick whore ! 
What,doyou ken menow ? Wife, My husband? ©, f diſcerters 
Into your armes I flie, Vaſt, Infe&ion, no, himelfe. 
Y are dangerous by your owne confeſſion, 

Wife, Alas ! Iforg d'that anſwere,to auoid 
Sinfull ccmubracings. Brothels ficke indecd 
Of thar contagion, ſooth and ſmother't yp, 
To tempt diſtruſtfull commers on, at once 
To their owne profit, and the others ruine, 
They ſpeake falſe, todo falſe the ſafer, I 
To ſaue my conſcience did my fleſh bely, 

Vaſt. Y ou cannot tempt me Siren ; I am reſolute, 
Thou art a cunning Bitch, and I am proud 
Of ſuch expeRed meanes to my reuenge, 
Harke, how Ile quittance thy abhorred luſts, 
Firſt, thou ſhalt be arreſted for the money, 
WhereofI cheated thee: {o be reſtrain'd 
From thy old traggling, mew'd vp like a haggard ; 
Till the Aſsiſe comes, then thou ſhalt be hang'd. 
I heare thou tandſt bound ouer for ſuſpicion | 
Of robbing Grjpe. I did the villanie, _, 
Ile ha't prou'd thine : ſo thou ſhalt hang for me. 

Wife, Deare husband,do ſo. Yaſt, Husband me no more : 
That name was cancell'd when you firſt playd whore, 


Now 


Now garden-pot, you-water your ſad feares, 

But I am no loue-foole;wonne with womans teares, 
7Yife, O proſecute your wil Thus on my knees, 

And with a heart more humbled, I intreat, - 

Aud Imuſt haue it granted ere I riſe ; 

Bepleas'd io make this life a ſacrifice, 

To expiate your wrath, Ifrecly _ it, 

For your redemption, For your hace I dye; 

That might not liue in your loues companie, 

If Icontefſc not guilty, to ſauc you, 

Imagine then all your ſuſpicions true, 

But when for your debcs1 have payd this life, 

Belecue but then, you had a faithfull wife. 

Vaſt. O, thou wouldft melt arocke, My heart's too dead, 
To ſprout at this wer April, Fare you well. Exit; 
f- Yife. Peace and content attend you: and let ſtill 
Mercic forgiue, and re&tife your1ll, | 


| \._ Enter Ben, 
Ben, What? not dead yet ? but weeping ? come,come dry 
Vp all thy teares : goe hye thee in, and dye, 
Much villanie is now together pack't. 
The Scene growes full, Your patience this laſt a&. Exemnt, 


A&. Quin. 
Exter old Brace, the trus Abbot, 


Abbot, ' | 
'O man, how ſweet is breath! yet ſweeteſt of all,, , _... 
That breath, which from his natiue ayre doth fall, 
How many weary paſes haue I meaſyr'd! S 
How many knowne and vnknowne dangers paſt,** - 
Since] commenc'd my tedious Pilgrimage, 
The laſt great worke of my death-yeclding age! 
Yer am I bleſt, that my returning bones 
Shall be rak't yp in Englands peacetull carth, . 
I O 


Oh-happy Engliſhmen, if your ſore eyes 

Did not looke ſquinton your felicities! 

How other Countries enuy , what youloth , 

And ſurfet on : and would make thag their pride, 

Which is by your contempt ſtill vilefied! 

This fickneſle fulneſſe breedes.in moſt mens blood ; 
None leſſe, then the poſſeſfors, know what's good. 

Now to my deputy: here his glories end, 

But ſtay : he comes to meet me, Ile attend. 


Enter Corfew, 


C»rf. Confound this damn'd foxe.: he has cheated mee of 
the beſt prey, Ieuer ſhark'd for, Would Icouldl1i ght on him; 
T haue a Conſtable here ſhould make him Rand, 

Brac, What's this ? ſharking, foxing, and a piſtoll? 
Th'embleme of theefe, cheater, muxderer ? 

Sure, this vile Elderne was not of my planting. 


Iknow him : Tis his brother, to whoſe truſt I did infeoffe my 
place, 


Enter Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. 1 was direted this way to the Abbot, 
My lord-- the Iudge detain'd by fickneſſe from to morrow's 
Seſſion, deſires aſe nas. ayde to the ſupply of his owne 


place, Thraſsiſtant Iuſtices reſt their determining ſentence 
on your lippes, 


Cyrf. Ile giue my old attendance. 


Mefſ. Your lordſhips leaue, Exennt Meſſ; & Corf. 
Bra, Lleaue your lordſhip too, | 


Iwuſt about this miſchiefe to preuent: | 
Ne force you both your offices repent... _ Exit. 


Enter 


Enter Iaylowr, Gripe, Bromley, Griffin, 


lay. So,ſo,ſo, My cuſtomers drop in roundly. Welcome, Mr. 
Gripe, andthe reſt of my good friends, welcome ! 1 amyery - 
glad toſee you here, My houſe was not geac'd with an Vſu- 
xer, and ynder-Sheriffe,many a day before; though 1 ha'been 
eſter'd with abundance of honeſter fellowes. Speake, ſhal's 
be merry ? what will you haue to dinner ? 
Gripe, A rope, What doſt thon tell me of dinner ? 
[ay. No Sir, that ſhall be kept for your ſupper. 
Brow, Giue me ſo me Sacke and Aquawvite: I wil be drunk 
preſently. 
Grif. It's cleere. Ihaue twenty caſes for't. 
The concealing of murder is but man-ſlaughter, I muſt ha 
my booke, 
Brow. Giuec 's ſome Sacke, I ſay : myntut,&c, 


Enter Nice. 


Nice. My Vncle committed 2 Iuſtice it ſelfe ſent tothe 
Jayle ? | 
ripe, Couſin, {ſweet Couſin, runne, ſcudde, fly -- to Sir 
Bare Notwithſtanding + he lyes but three miles off; he's in my 
debt : bid him relext me, and Ile releaſe him, 
Griff. Stay Sir. He's in mydebt roo : I ha'folicited for Sir 
Bare theſe {cuen yeeres, and haue nothing but bare thankes, 
Brom, Nay then, take me with you. Thus 


Enter Beniamin, Robin, Thirſty ; Thirſty climbing vp inte 
tree, Rob. intoa buſh. 


Ben. Hayouyour leſſon perfe& ? | 
Thirſt, Yes, yes : as a Mid-wife hererrandto a Citizens 
wife. There's not an Owle in an Iuy-buſh, nor a Parrat 


at a Drugfters dore , has whoa whoop, or walke Knaue, 
more perhit, | 


I 2 Ben, 


Ben, Robin, do't cunningly. My Dad ſhall be 
Only to me beholdingfor bis life, 4 

By that aduantage I recall his lone, | 

_ - * Grip, Couſin, fly cuery ſtep, Remember,like a Tury-man, 
you goc'ypon life and death, TI Exit Nice, 

..' Brom, Happineſſe grant, that no Hare croffehimirh* way: 
his ſuperſtitious legges 'will retire, though wee hang for't, 
Come, ſhallwe keep the rule of the place, and drinke drunke 
now f Exennt, 


«Enter Nite, 


Ben, Now kindred, whither trot you-ſo faſt? 

Niu. Oh Couſin; about a deede of charitie; toſaue your 
father, and two.or three knaues more from hanging, IT am 70 
ing to Sir Bare Notwithſtanding ; to ſaue them ourof priton's 
they baue ſay 'd himofren. | DELL 

Ben, Sir Bare Notwithſtanding, he's a great man,Coulin, 

Nic, Hee had three Lordſhips fell to him at aclappe; the 
worſt worth 400. a yeere, 
' Ben, Yet hee 's bare notwithſtanding; : 

Nic. Hee has ſold his Caroch with foure Flanders mares. 
becauſe he would retire himſelfe and live ith Country. ; 

Ben, Yer he's Bare Notwithſtanding. But to himſelfe Cou- 
fin, farewell, T E xit Ben, 

Nic. Toi himy.qnorh he > Iwillto him, were the.diuell in 
my Way. 4. 2 47 -» Thirſt, Porke, porke.. .. 

Nic. The diuell porke you. What diſmall bird crokes diſ. 
after ro my iourney ! Thir, Porke, 

Nic. Nay, if the deſtinies have ſet the Raven againſt mee, 
Tle rerurne ſure - yet let. me ſee, Somy Vncle may bee 
hang'd, leon, come what will. Re Th. Porke, .. 

Nic. O this blacke bird tolles likea paſsing-bell, -' 

My owne {ad miſchiefeand my Vneles knell, 

Yet why am I ſo rimorous; when charitie | 
Bics me go on, ſhalla Rauen hinderme? ' Rob, flaſhes 
He keep aloofe and paſſe --- oh a ſpirit,a ſpirit, powder, 


The 


The Widdowes Ghaft, Bromley, Lawyer, Vncle, ha 
Take all your fortunes, Tle no further gang, | 
It's an vnhallow'd place, a diſmall day. 

Betide what will, Ile backe againe ſome way, Exit, 
Rob. Come downe, Rauen, T hirſt, Come out, Spirit, 
Rob. Blind, credulous foole! He that ſhall truſt at need 

Such nice and tottring cockſcombes, ſhall thus ſpeed. 

* Should his ſicke father ſend him for Tome drugges, 

Hee would turne backe at ſuch imagin'd bugges, 


ng. 


Enter Beniamin, Sager, VVife, Anne, 


Ben, Come, mether, friend,and wife; take theſe back places, 
Where you may heare vnſeene : that when time ſerues, 
I may produce you, Works and houxes are ſpent 
Then well, when we doe good, or ill prevent, 
Wzf. I cannot mdge, what is this dayes ſucceſle. 
All-ruling powers the doubtfull ſequele blefle; 


Enter Curfew with other aſſiſtants, Vater in a Prieſts habit, 
UValentine like a Phyſician, the Taylor with Gripe,, .. 
Bromley, Griffin, &c. | 


Curf. My Lord, whoſe place I perſonate, being ſicke, 
Hath thus deſign'd mee, both to heare and cenſure 
The criminall caufes, which offend the peace 
Of our dread Sourraigne, and bis ſubic&s weale, 
Whiles we launce VIcers, we the body heale. 

The charge I giue in ſhort, you of the Iury, 

Looke to your Oath and conſcience :1et nor fauour:; 
Shur vp your eyes, not malice open them” _ | 
Too wide. You vnderſtand, our, lawes are good,. 
Tis pitic that they ſhould be writ in blood, 

Bur fince conniuence at vnlawfull deeds 

Giues but enccuragement, and wee cannot ſtrike 
With ſword of Tultice the deſerving faults; 
Except you giuethe perſons ro our hands; 
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Grip, We are all caſt away, Sir Bare is not come, 


Enter Abbot with guide, 


Ab.” Pull downe that counterfeit, proud, aerogant, puffe : 
Could your intruſion not content it ſelfe 
T'y{urpe my office, but you muſt abuſe 
The Kings deputed Iudge ? 

All, Downe with him, downe with him, 

Abb. laylor,receiue him to your cuſtodie, 

Till our iuſt cenſure giue him puniſhment, 
Foxe, I ſhall hunt you out, 

Curf, Do't with a poxe, 

The gooſe ſometimes mult fit and tudge the Fox, 

Abb. Proceed; the day haſtens, 

. Clark, Marian Sorrow widow, yeeld thy body, and faue thy 
ailo. . 

Bey. Sir, ſhee is dead : her fclonie is anſwer'd 
Before a higher Court, 

(larke, That is the woman that Gripe is ſuſpeed to haue 
poyſon'd, Godfrey Gripe ſtand to the Barre. You are indi- 
ted for the murther of Marian Sorrow widdow : guilty or not ? 

Grip, Not guilty, my Lord : let all the world teſtific of my 
rrmg carriage, Thaueliucd all my dayes in good name and 

ame, 

Abb. Stand not ypon your credit and good deeds, 

Your harueſt would be ſmall, if like your ſceds. 
If all that know thee ſtood abour this place, 
And had free liberty to ſpeake their thoughts, 
Round ecchoing curſes would amaze thy.ſoule, 
And with hells damned crue thy name enroule, 
But when the Widdow, Orphane call for plagues 
On thy blacke life, thou hy R ynto thy bagges; 


There 


' Thoulendfi, like waterpoyr'd on ſea-cole fue, 


There doſt applaud and hugge thy wretched ſelfe : 
As ſolace *'gainft all woes lay in thy pelfe, 
Thou haſt no god but gold : that Deitie 
Thou ſhouldſt adore, and would till ſuccour thee, 
Is quite reic&ted, And that Idol, money, 
Which beares away thy confidence and heart, , 
When thou art plagued, aggprauares thy ſmaret. 
Thou art the Devils Executioner, | 
His rankeſt plague on earth's an Vſurer. 

Spirits in hell whip ſoules: extorting ſlaues 
Torment poore bodies ſo before their graues, 

Thou art a gulfe, poore mens eſtates to drinke. 

A quagmire; none paſſe ore thee, but they finke, 

Vnlefle Srrepſiades-like, men could deuiſe 
Toplucke the Moone by Sorcerie from the skies; 
Thy moneth and gaine will come, Like ſome ar ſea, - 
(Yer dangerlefle of L, - dwg more then they) 
ThouſJumbreſt ina baſe jethargicke ſwoone, 

Let others toyle, thy iournye's done as ſoone. 

Ben, Will northis moue him ? 
Abb. Nature inallinferiour things hath ſet 

A pitch or terme; when they no more ſhall ge 
Increaſe and off-ſpring, Vnrepayred houfes 
Fall to decay : old Catrell ceaſe to breed, 

And ſappeleſſe trees deny more fruite or ſeed. 
The earth would hart-lefſe and infertile be, . 

If it ſhouldnever hane 4 Tubile. 

Only the Vſurers money genders (till : 

The longer, luftier : Age rhis doth not kill, 

He lives to ſee his moneys moneys money, 

Euen toa hundred generations reach. 

He, whiles his intereſt money in do's troule, 
Cares not to loſe the principall, his Soule, 

He like a cleanly Alchymift can ſoke 
And draw much filuer, yet waſte none in ſmoke, 


Oc onalodeof Lime a ſhewre of rayne, 


——— —— 


It quo to.coole heate, but y yas more enflame, a 
Ben. His conſciendthes deatc cares. Wn 19159 938101 2A 
Abb. When all is done; '-:- gr 2071! 

And thou haſt \{wel'd thy heapes; to ſay no more, 

Thy coffer's onely rich, and thou art poore. 

This common plague is on all Vſurersſhowne : 

Th'haue much, yet ate not maſters of their owne. 

One day be ſtirtleſſe mind ſhall haue enough z 

When the diuided pceces of thy ſelfe 

Shall in their ſeuerall doomed manſions dwell : 

Enough of mould.in graue, of fire inkell, 

But I ſpend breath in vainez-come;lersproceed, .. 

Gripe, No further: You haue made wy conſcience (bleed: 

I heere confeſle my ſelfe guilty of all, 

Euen of this murder too, + 

Abbot. Let mercie fall on thy diſtreſſed foul: Now! to the 
reſt, 
(lark, Nucholas Bromley, you are indived for the anugihevof 
willians Sager, &c, Guilty or not? | 
Brom, Not guilty ? Who teſtifies againſt me! - . - - 
Ab.1In caſe of Murder ſhould we neuer iudge 
By circumſtanciall ikelhoods and preturpprions,.” 
No life could be ſecure; 
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dares not be ſeene. $15; | | 
Brow, O, I am loſt, | 

My Lord, I'm guilty : ſo is Grifftoo: 

He did conceale the fa&, that Ididdoe, 

We ſhar'd the Lands ogerber, {ono io 
Abbot, Powerfull truth] -: TTew 14 

Murder will out , though by the Aggs Took, 
ms O Bexiemtiy, I haue yndone, _ 

My lite, my ftate, my credite, and my Sonne, 
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Rich men as well as poor rurnetoduſt,” + 
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Ben. Me thinkes I could preuent allthis. 
Gripe, Alas,thou lovy'ſtme;but tis notpoſgible, 
Ben. Sir, I haue here a booke already drawne, 
Scale toit _ , and Ile ſauce your life, 
You ſhall confirme me your vndoubted heire, 
And then ſurrender YVaſters morgag'd lands, 
Grip. Tis done. | 
Ber:My Lord and all this bench be witneſſeto it, 
Then thus I quit you, widdow, appeare in Court, 
Incarneſt,ſce, ſhe liues,that dy'd in ſport. | 
Wife, Sir, thanke your Drugſter, elſe I had dy'd by you. 
And you for me receiu'd amurderers due, 
Grip. So, I am couſen'd finely, finely... 
Val, My Lord,I ——_ this widdow for cheating me of 
200. pounds, This is one of her old trickes, 
Abb How's this? 
Val. My Lord,my ſelfe and two.intruſted friends 
Came hither to pay money on abond, 
Whiles the receiver did deferre his comming; 
| We gaue this coozening woman, being Hoſtice, 
The whole ſumme to lay vp:and ftraightly charg'd her, 
Not to deliuer't, but to vs all togethew 
She ſayes one of vs three demanded it 
Ofher in haſte,and ranne away : and thus 
We loſt our money, and the bond lies forfeit. 
| Be», Your Lordfhipsleaue. Tis true,ſhe not denies, 
But they ſo charg'd her,and ſhe was ſo. coozend, 
Therefore ſhe yeelds tropaiment. Let 'hem come 
All three together, they ſhall haue the money, 
Grif. Vpon my faith, aprettie quiller, 
Abb.Wittic and juſt, How ſay you? heereproduce 
The other two, your ſatisfaQtion's ready, 
Bez, The widdow's cleard : but _— Valentine. 
Nay,man, come neerer, you'd haue preſent pay, 
V2/. No, Sir,letit cuen gee, _ Bex, So muſt not you, 
K You 
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"Y oll gaile 300, pounat 
Which like a {ubcleQua 
My father of; Sprites; Fairies---Vz/; I ain'cob'd, 
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Grip. Ir's true, mytord: this is one of the Fairies,  Tuftice, 
Juſtice. A dt | 
Val. Well, if there dc no remedie , Thope, 
I ſhall not dance alone vpon the rope, 
My lord, here's the other Fairie, 
Abb. O Sir, haueIfound you? 
Pull off that borrowd habite from his backe., 
O that ſuch foule deeds ſhould be hid inblacke, 
Gripe, My Lord, this Widow's acceffary roo : 
She plorted, ſhe receiu'd, Tuſtice,juſtice, 

Ab. But late thy ſong was mercy, nowalkiuſtice ? 

Here's all the goodnes of-an Vſurer. 
She fau'd his life, be would now hang her, 

Gripe. She has robb'd me\/vnloneme, 

Val. It is moſt true, my lord, ſhe plottedall, 

(rf. (Yourvillanie;Oltice, we fhall now'retorr, 

You chcated vs,and we will hang you fort. 

Ben, How doe theſe miſchiefes grow, like Hiara's heads, 
faſter by cutting off ! '#a#t, Prodigions villaines ! will they 
thus calt away/an innocent woman ? 

YetTI moſt vile of all, that thus and by, 
And for my fault behold my poore wite dye, 

Ben, My lord, vpon my foule this womans clearc: - 
And only malice thus accuſeth hea, 

Ab. Speake, woman, art thou guilty ? | 
Wife, My lord, I begge a word with my Confeſfor, 
Then I ſhall an{were, Sir, a word in pruate. ToVaſter. 

Now Yiſter, ope thy vnbelecuing eyes: 
Lo, thy deuoted wife for thy finne dyes, 
Yeeld but this kindnefle to my lateſt breatt), 
Thou hate ſt me liuing;loneme yer in death. 
Farewell--- My lord, I will pot ſay, Tm guilty ; 
Do as your euidence and wiſedome leades you. 
Ab. This knot is hard'to yndo, Faſt, My lord,Ilehelp you, 


Loe, 
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Loe, am that third Fairy, that pronounce 
This woman cleace, and thoſe two periur'd knavies, 
We three are guilty : let your ſentence come. 
I haue Jeſeru'd, will not deſpaire my doome, 
wife. My lord, he ſayes not true : hee 's innocent : 1 guilty. 
# eb. Speake on your ſoules, which of theſe tongues ſpeak 
truth, | 
Val. Curf. Mylord, the woman's cleare, 
Ab, Pernicjous Villaines, hopeleſfle to be good: 
That thus haue ſtroue to ſpill the guiltleſſe bloud. 
Widow, y are quitted, Sir, waite you your doome, 
Vaft, With patience. Bexiamin Gripe, I here accuſe you for 
murdering RichardVaſter, Ab. How ? 
Vat, My lord, I found that YVaſter dying, bury'd him, 
Saw him receiving death by this mans {word, | 
Theft 's a great fingbut murder moſtabhorr'd. I| 
Ab. Speake 3 is this poſsible ? [' 
Ben, We met in fingle combate in the field: ' 
It ſeemes his life vnto my ſword did yeeld. * 
Amun, Ay me, my father ſlaine ? Rob. And by hisfriend ? 
Fare, whither will thy proie&s rend! 
Am, My husbands hand my fathers life vndoes : 
For this fact he muſt dye : thus both Lloſe. 
Ben. Forgiue me all, by me you all haue loſt, 
The wife a Husband, children a deare Parent : 
Thus I returne. you all ſome recompence. | 
Nan thou ſhalt loſe a husband. A». Heauens defend. 
Ben. Mother, you loſe a\{on, brother africnd, 
Wife, Can nature ſo degenerate, that a man 
ſhould live , ſtand by, and ſee another ſuffer for murdering 
him ?. | | 
Vaſt. Once againe,off diſguiſe, | | + ] 
My lord, thus I prevent this fear'd diſaſter | 
My ſecond caſe pull'd off, Lam plaine YVaſter. | | 
Rob, My father ? Wife, My deare husband. 
Va#t, Moſt; moft deare friend. 
My loue to you doth þeyond bounds extend, 
| K 2 My 
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My Lord, firſt to this honourable Bench, 
There preſent the - = orga "one pardon 
For vs three here : heaven no leſſe pardon vs. 

Now to my wife: ſee wench, Lam new borne; 

Renc'd from the plague of a ſuſpe&ed horne. 

Blacke Iaundeys of the minde, thou fained ſpirit, o 
That|haunts mens quiet thoughts with troubling ſhades, 

Pernicious Ielouſie, thatlike needlefle Phylicke 

Diuerteſt health to voluntary ficknefle, 

I bruſh thee off like duſt, See, Iamrnow 

New marry dto my loue and to my life. 

Neuer could man boaſt a more conſtant wife. 

Deare Beniamin, now Sonne, what T have left 

Of all my ſhipwrack'd forrbnes,ſhall be thine. 

Ber, Reſurne your former ſtate, my father yeelds it. 

Vaſt.Thankes co your honeftie, not hiszyerthus, 
Some meanes of ſatisfaction I haue found; - 

Ie pay him backe hisloftthree hundred pound: 
' - The fairie money, which was iuſt the price 
Of my redeemed lands, 

Ben, Now maſter Bromley, 

That vniuerfall mercie to our guilt, 
May be affoorded, and no blood be fpilt: 
Surrender vp your leaſe for the three liues 
To Sagers wife:and children,and Ile quityou. 

Brom.1 do moſtfreely yeeldir. Sap. Sager lives, 
And hartiethankes for your forc'd kindnefle giues. 

Abb. Happy deluſions! in ſuch waics of ill, 

I wiſh men may be thus miſtaken till, 

Nic.Rauens,and Sprites;and Fairics,and[Hares and diuels-- 
Thus baue Lloſt my wench ; loſt my money, loſt my watch, 
loſt my wits. I doe here renounce thefaith of all Almanackes, 
Phyſtogmoners,Palmiſts, Fortune-tellers. Erra Pater was an 
Aﬀe, and ſo are Prognoſticators,hischildren,from generation 
to generation. . 

Gryp, I hauc drunke powerfull phyficke,and the Droplic : 
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Ofmy (till now) nere quenched auarice, 
Dries vp like dev at the aſcending Sunne, | 

V after, take back your lands;and for the money, 
Giue it my ſonne in portion with your daughter. 
Hencefoorth Ile Rudy to requite the wrongs, 
Which I haue done poore men by yſurie, 
And vomit vp th'extortions, that doe lie 

As vndigeſtcd crudities on my conſcience. 
My future life ſhall bee in mercie ſpent. 

I'm Gripe no more; that name 1 doerepent, 


Abb, All Chronitles be filld with this ; and let it 


Beas a wonder to all eares imparted, 
England had once an Vſurer conuerted. 
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Ben, | He Seſſion now diſſol#es : each Inftice riſes : 
No hurt is done ; this us the milde «Aſi ſes. 


we hane ſcap'd faire thus farre': yet there remaines 
A ſtronger madgement to pa 0 OHY Pacnes, 

Too mach to hope or doubt we muſt not dare. 

we humbly thenſtand at your cenſures barre, 

If the worſt comes that may be, yet 1 looke 

For this grace, to be ſaned by my booke. 

But if with your applauſe our merit ſtands : 

Faith then be friends with vs, and gine's your hands, 
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